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Written by 
M Laurence Echard. 


2% INCE long Prefaces are lately much 
in Faſhion upon this and the like Oc- 
3 cations, why may not we be allow d 
* ſome rolera5le Liberty in this kind, 
Provided we keep cloſe to our Au- 
S thor, and our 0wn Tranſlation of him: 
KT As for our Author, where-ever Learu- 
ing, Wit, and Fudgment have flouriſh'd, this Poet has 

always had an extraordinary Reputation. To menti- 
on all his Excellencies and Perfections were a Task too 

difficult for us, and perhaps for the greateſi Criticks a- 

live, ſo very few there are that perfectly under ſtand 

all of em; yet we ſhall venture at ſome of the moſt 
| 3 Remarkable. 4/3. 

JI ?0 begin with him in general: He was certainly the 
moſt Exad, the moſt Elaborate, and withal the moſt 
Natural of all Dramatick Poets: His Stile ſo neat and 
'$ pure, his Characters ſo true and perfect, his Piots fo 
1 | A 2 regular 
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en and probab!e, and almoſt every Thing fo ab- 
ſolutely juſt and agrecable, that he may well ſeem to 
merit that Praiſe which ſeveral have given him, That 
he was the moſt correct Author in the World. To com- 
pare him with Plautus, the ot her great Latin Comedian, 
we may obſerve, that Plautus had more Wit and Spirit, 
but Terence more Senſe and Fudgment; the formers 
Stile was rich and glaring, the latter's more cloſe and 
even: Plautus had the moſt dazzling yp ay and the 
molt lively Colours, but Terence drew the fineſt Fi- 
gures and Poſtures, and had the beſt Deſign; the gne 
pleas' d the Vulgar, but our Author the Better fort of 
People: The former wou'd uſually put his Spectators 
into a loud Laughter, but the latter ſteal em into a 
ſweet Smile, that ſhou'd continue from the beginning 
to the end of the Repreſentation. In ſhort, Plautus was 
more live and vigorous, and ſo fitter for Action; and 
Terence more grave and ſerious, and ſo fitter for Rea- 
ding: Tho Plautus's Beauties were very extraordinary, 
yet he had his Faults and Indecorums very frequent ; 
ut Terence's Excellencies ( tho' poſſibly inferior to 
ſome of the others) were more general. better diſpers'd, 
and cloſer continu'd; and his Faults ſo inconſiderable 
and few, that Scaliger {aid, There were not Three to be 
found throughout the Six Plays. So that our” Author 
ſeems to want nothing to make him abſolutely com- 
pleat, but only that ſame Vis Comica that vow 
-Wiſhes he had, and which Plautus was Maſter of in 
ſuch a high degree. We ſhall determine nothing be- 
tween ern, but leave em good Friends as we found 
em. | 
This may be ſufficient for our Authors Excellencies 
in general; for his particular ones, we ſhall begin with 
his Stile, a thing he has been admir d for in all Ages; 
and truly he deſerves it; for certainly no one was ever 
more accurate, natural, and clear in his Expreſſions 
than he. But to be a little more particular in this 
Matter, we ſhall give you ſome few of our Authors 
Excellencies in this kind, under three or four different F, 
- Heads, f And 84 
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And, ift, We may obſerve of his Words, that they * 
be generally nicely choſen, extremely proper and fig- 
nificapt, and many of em carry ſo much Life and 
Force in 'em, that they can hardly be expreſt in any 
other Language, without great Diſadvantage tothe 
Original. To inſtance in the following: Qui cum 
iageniis conflictatur ejuſmodi. Ut animus in ſpe atque 
in timore uſque ante hac attentus fuit. Niſi me lac- 
taſſes amantem, & falſa ſpe produceres. Pam. Mi 
Pater. Si. Quid mi Pater? Quaſi tw hujus indi- 
geas Patris. Tandem ego non illa caream, ſi ſit opus, 
vel totum triduum. Par. Hui? Uuiverſum triduum. 
Quam elegans formarum Spectator ſiem. Hunc com- 
edendum ( deridendum vobis propino. 

We fhall next take notice of one or two Inſtan- 
ces of the Shortneſs and Clearneſs of his Narrations ; 
as that which Trlly mentions : Funus interim proce- 
dit, ſequimur, ad Sepulchrum venimus, in ignem pc- 
fita eft, Fletur. Another may be that in Phorymio : 
Perſuaſum eſt homini, fattum eft, ventum eſt, vinci- 
mur, duxit. | 
Another remarkable Beauty of his Stile appears in 
his Climaxes, where every Word is emphatical, heigh- 
tens the Senſe, and adds conſiderably to what went 
before; as, Hec verba mehercule una falſa Lachrymu- 
la, quam oculus terendo miſere vix vi expreſſerit, 
reſtinguet. Quod ille unciatim vix de demenſo ſuo, 

ſuum 2 genium, comparſit miſer. Re 
Ihe laſt thing we ſhall give any Inſtance of is, the 
Softneſs and Delicacy of his Turus, of which' many 
might be produced, but we think theſe few may 
be ſufficient for our Purpoſe: Ehen me miſeram ! Cuy 
non aut iſthac mihi atas & forma eſt, aut tibi hac ſon- 
tentia. Nam ſi ego digna hac contumelia ſum maxi- 
me, at tu indignus qui faceres tamen. Nam dum abs 
te abſum, omnes mihi labores fuere, quos cepi, leves, 
præterquam tui carendum quod erat. Palam I 
ni unum deſit, animus qui modeſte iſthac ferat. . Aliis 


quia deſit quod amant, agre eff bi, quod fu. 
| — 9 8 b. ©. 
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dolet. And as for the Purity of his Language in ge- 
neral, we find it very much commended, even by 
Tally himſe!r. And one of the Moderns is not at all 
out of the way, when he tells us, That the Latin 
Tongue will never be loſt, as long as Terence may be 
Had. 

Our Author's excellent Latin is now the greateſt 
Cauſe of his Eſteem, and makes him {o much read in 
the World; but tis certain, he that reads him, purely 
for his Latin ſake, does but half do't; for tis his Cha- 
racters and Plots have fo far rais'd him above the reſt 
of the Poets, and have gain'd him io much Honour a- 
mong the Criticks in all Ages. His Stile, tho“ ſo ve- 
ry extraordinary, in 2 great meaſure may be learnt by 
Induſtry, long Cuſtom, and cont'nual Utage, and has 
been imitated to a high degree by ſeveral; and in- 
deed this was but as rich Attire and out ward Orna- 
ments, to ſet of a more beautiful Body. But in his 
Characters and Manners it is, that he triumphs with- 
out a Rival; and not only Dramatick, but all other 
Poets, muſt yield to him. in that Point; for thele are 
drawn exactly to the Life, perfectly Juſt, truly propor- 
tionable, and fully kept up to the laſt: And as to their 
being natural. Rapin ſays, That no Man living had a 
greater Inſight into Nature than he. The more a 
Man looks into em, the more he muſt admire 'em : 
He'll find there not only ſuch Beauty 1n his Images, 
but alſo ſuch excellent Precepts of Morality, ſuch ſolid 
Senſe in each Line, ſuch Depth of Reaſoning in each 


Period, and ſuch cloſe Arguing betwixt each Party, 


that he muſt needs perceive him to be a Perſon of 
ſtrong Senſe and Fudgment. His Deliber ations are moit 
compleat, where all the ſeveral Accidents, Events, 
Dangers, Caſualties, good and bad Conſequences, are 


fully ſumm d up and clearly urg'd : So are the, An- 


ſwers of each Perſon as perfect, where every thing is 
ſo well fitted, ſo home and fo natural, that if one 


ſhou'd ſtudy upon em never ſo long, he cou d ſcarce 


find any thing more to the Purpoſe, He had a * 
| 8 5 
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liar Happineſs at pleaſing and amuſing an Audience, 
always keeping them in a rſt even, pleaſant, ſmi-- 
ling Temper ; and this is the moſt diſtinguiſhing Part 
of his Character from the reſt of the World: His 
Pleaſantries were ſamewhat manly, and ſuch as reach- 
ed beyond the Fancy and Imagination, even to the 
Heart and Soul of the Audience; and what is more 
remarkable yet, one angle Scene ſhall pleaſe a whole 
Day together; a Secret which tew or no other Poet 
ever found out. | 

And as we have ſcarce found one Man in the World 
that equals him in his Characters, ſo we find but ve- 
ry few that cou'd come up to him in the Manage- 
ment of his Plots. We are ſenſible that many have 
been ſo fooliſh as to count his Plays a bare Bundle 
of Dialoguesjdreft up in a neat Stile, and that therein 
all his Excellency did conſiſt, or (at leaſt ) that they 
are very ordinary and mean; but ſuch ſenſeleſs Sup- 
politions will foon vaniſh, upon giving an Account 
of the Nature and Perfection of em. He well un- 
der ſtood the Rules of the Stage, or rather thoſe of 
Nature; was perfectly regular, wonderful exact and 
careful in ordering each Protaſis or Entrance, Epitaſis 
or Mor king- up, Cataſtaſis or Height, and 2 
or unravelling the Plot; which laſt he was famous 
for, making it ſpring neceſſarily from the Incidents, 
and neatly and dextrouſly untying the Knot, whilſt 
others would either tear or cut it in pieces. In ſhort 
(ſetting aſide ſome things which we ſhall mention 
by and by) Terence may ſerve as the beſ# and moſt 
perfect Model for our Dramatick Poets to imitate, pro- 
vided they exadly obſerve the differenr Cuſtoms and 
Manners of the Roman and Engliſh People; and upon 
the fame Account we beg Leave to be a little more 
particular in this Matter, which diſpos d us very 
much to this Tranſlation. | | 

The Nature of his Plots was for the moſt- 
om and ſolid, ſometimes a little paſſionate, — 

ling our modern Tragi-Comedies, only the Comical 
| | Parts 
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Parts were ſeldom ſo merry, the Thinneſs and Clear- 
neſs of em ſomewhat reſembling our modern Trage- 
lies, only more perfect in the latter, and not crowded 
with too many Incidents. They were all double, eæ- 
cept the Hecyra or Mother-in-Law, yet ſo contriv d 
that one was always an Under- plot to other; ſo that 
he ſtill kept perfectly to the firſt great Rule of the 
Stage, the Unity of Action. As for the ſecond great 
Rule, the Unity of Time, (i. e. the whole Action to be 
perform'd in one Day) he was as exact in that as poſ- 
ible; for the longeſt Action of any of his Plays reaches 
not above eleven Hours. He was no leſs careful in 
the third Rule, the Unity of Place; for it's plain he 
never ſhifts his Scene in any one of his Plays, but 
keeps conſtantly to the ſame Place from the Begin- 
ning to the End. Then for the Comtinuance in the 
Action, he never fails in any one place, but every In- 
ſtrument is perpetually at work in carrying on their 
ſeveral Deſigns, and in them the Deſign of the VVhole ; 
ſo that the Stage never grows cold till all is finiſh'd, 
And to do this the more handſomly and dextrouſly, 
he ſcarce ever brings an Actor on the Stage, but you 
preſently know his Name and Quality, what Part 
of the Intrigue he 1s to promote, Shy he came there, 
from whence he came, why juſt at that time, why 
he goes off, where he's going, alſo what he is or 
ought to be doing or contriving all the time he is a- 
way. His Scenes are always unbroken; ſo that the 
Stage is never perfefly clear, only betwixt the Acts, 
but are continually join d by one of the four Unions; 
which, according to Monſ. Hedelin, are theſe, Pre- 
ſence, Seeking, Noiſe, or Time; and when the Action 
ceaſes (i. e. upon the Stage) and the Stage is clear d, 
an Act is then finiſn d. Then for Incidents, and the 
Aue Preparation of em, Terente was admirable; and 
the true and exad Management of theſe; is one of the 
moſt difficult Parts of Dramatic Poetry. He con- 
trives every thing in ſuch manner, as to fall out moſt 
probably and naturally, and when they be over, ſeem 
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almoſt neceſſary: Yet by his excellent Skill he ſo cum: 
ningly conceals the Events of Things from his Au- 
dience, that they can't foreſee em; by which means 
they're ſo amus d with the Actors Deſigns, that the 
Poets unknown to em; till at laſt, being all- along in 
the Dark, they're ſur prix d moſt agreeably by ſome- 
thing they ne' er look d for. And this is the moſt 
taking and delightful Part of a Play. We might in- 
{fiſt much more largely upon each of theſe Particulars, 
and on ſeveral others, but at preſent we ſhall content 
our ſelves with ſaying, That theſe Plots are ſo clear 
and natural, that they might very well go for a Re- 
preſentation of a Thing that had really happen'd, and 
not the meer Invention of the Poet. 

There are two or three remarkable Objections a- 
gainſt our Author, which we can't but take Notice 
of. Firſt, it's ſaid, That he has not kept to the Unity 
of Time ia his Heautontimoroumenos or Self- Tor- 
menter, which contains the Space of two Days. Then 
between the ſecond and third Acts there's an abſolute 
Failure of the Continuance of the Aion, Theſe are 
generally believ'd by ſeveral Men, and ſuch as are fa- 
mous too; and ſome, to vindicate Terence the better, 
have added another Miſtake, That the Play was always 
acłed at two ſeveral Times; the two firſt Acts one, and 
the three laſt another. But tis plain from all Cir- 
cumſtances, that the Action began ver) late in the 
Evening, and ended betimes in the Morning, (of 
which we have ſaid ſomething in our Remarks) ſo 
that the VVhele cou'd not not conta'n above eleven 
Hours: But as for that of the C2{ation of the Action, 
it's anſwer d two Ways, either by the Neceſſity of 
Sleep at that Interval, and conſequently no C:{arion, 
or { which is more probable ) by the Perſons bei 
buſie at Chremes's Treat, it being a neceſſary Part of 
the main Action. The two following are Mr. Dry- 
den's Exceptions; Where firſt he lays an Error to our 
Author's charge, in Matter of Time: In the Eunuch, 
fays he, when Laches enters Thais's Howſe by miſtake, 


between 
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between his Exit and the Entrance of Pythia, who 
comes to give ample Relation of the Diſorder he has 
rais'd within, Parmeno, who is left on the Stage, has 
not above five Lines to ſpeak. In anſwer to this, y- 
thia makes no ſuch ample Relation, but rather tells 
him what Diſorders ſuch a fooliſh Act of his was 
like to raiſe. And in truth tis not probable ſhe ſhou'd 
ſtay above 5 or 6 Lines ſpeaking, ſince after ſhe ſaw 
her Cheat had taken, ſhe cou'd not keep her Counte- 
nance within Doors, and was ſo eager to revenge 
her ſelf by laughing at the Fool without. Beſides, 
here's an excellent Artifice of the Poet; for had ſhe 
tarried longer, Parmeno might have been gone, and 
her merry Humour over, when ſhe ſaw the good For- 
tune Cherea met with. His other Exception 1s, 


That our Author's Scenes are ſeveral times broken. He | 


inſtances in the ſame Play, That Antipho enters ſin- 
gh in the midſt of the Third Act, after Chremes and 
Pythia were gone off. As for this, tis to be conſi- 
der d, that Scenes are united by Time-as well as Pre- 
ſence; and this is a perfect Union of Time, apparent 
to all who underſtand the Art of the Stage. A little 
further he {ays, That Doria begins the Fourth Act a- 
done 3 She quits the Stage, and Phedrie enters 
next. Now Doria does not quit the Stage till three 
Scenes after ; as appears by Pythia's bidding 3 
in ſuch things as ſhe had brought with her from the 
Captain's Entertainment: But if ſhe did, there wou'd 
be a Union of Time for all that; as in all other places 
where the Scenes ſeem broken. Some make this 
Object ion, That in the beginning of many Scenes, two 
Actors enter the Stage, and talk to themſelves a con- 
ſiderable time before they ſee or know one another; 
which ( they ſay ) is neither probable nor natural. 
They that object this don't conſider the Difference 
betwixt our ſmall ſcanty Stage and the large magni» 
ficent Roman Theatres : Their Stage was 60 Yards 
wide in Front, their Scenes ſo many Streets _— 
together, with all &y-Lanes, Rows, and Alleys, 
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two Actors coming down two diſtinct Streets or 
Lanes, cou'dn't be ſeen by each other, tho the Spec- 
tators might ſee both; and ſometimes if they did 
ſee each other, they cou'n't well diſtinguiſh Faces at 
60 Yards Diſtance, Beſides, on ſeveral Accounts, it 


might well be ſuppos'd, when an Aclor enters up- 


on the Stage, out of ſome Horſe, he might take a 
Turn or two under the Portico's, Cloyſiers, or the 
like ( uſual at that time) about his Door, and take 
no Notice of an Aor's being on the other ſide of the 


Stage. 

But ſince we propoſe cur Maſter as the beſt Model 
for Dramatick Poets to follow, we ought in Juſtice to 
mention ſuch things wherein he was any Way de- 
fective, or at leaſt where he ought not to be imitated. 


The firſt is, He makes his Actors in ſome places 


ſpeak directly and immediately to the Audience (of 
which that Monologue of Myſis in the firſt Act of the 
firſt Play is an Inſtance ) which is contrary to the 
Rules of Dramatick Poetry, or rather indeed of Na- 
ture; and this is the only real Fault that Terence was 
guilty of; as his Want of the Vis Comica was the on- 
ly real Defe#, His Plots were not always the beſt 
for Story, tho' for Contrivance, and wanted {ſomewhat 
of Length and Variety fully and compleatly to ſatisfy 
an Audience. Take em all together, they were too 
much alike to have always their deſerv d Effect of ſur- 
prizing ; which alſo gave a mighty Limitation to the 
Variety of his Characters; a great pity, for a Man 
who had ſuch an admirable Farulty of drawing them 
to the Life. It were alſo to be wiſh'd thit his Mo- 
nologues or Diſcourſes by ſingle Perſons were leſs fre- 

uent, and ſometimes ſhorter too; for tho they are 
all of em full of excellent Senſe, ſound Reaſoning, in- 
genious Deliberation, and ſerv'd truly to carry on the 
main Deſign, yet ſeveral Parts of em, eſpecially all 
Narrations, wou'd ha been more natural, as well as 
artificial, if told by Perſons of the Drama to one a- 


nother, Then bis Aparrs or Aſides (i, e. when one 
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Acdor ſpeaks ſomething which another that is preſent 
is ſuppoſed not to hear, tho? the Audience do) are 
ſometimes too long to be perfeitly natural, Whe- 
ther he has not ſometimes too much Elevation of Paſ- 
ſion, or whether he does not cauſe his inferior Per- 
ſons to act more like Tragedians than Comedians, we 
muſt let others judge. Theſe are the main Things to 
be taken notice of by all who make uſe of him for a 
Model, beſides all ſuch as belong purely to the various 
Cuſtoms of Countries, and the Difference of Theatres 
but thoſe are obvious to all. | 
There's ſtill Oae Great Objection againſt theſe Plays 
in general; that is, If Terence's Plays are ſo good as 
is pretended, why doesn't ſome Poet or other tranſlate 
one or more of em for the Stage, to ſave himſeif the 
Trouble of racking his Brain for new Matter? We own 
they wou'dn't take upon our Stage, as at preſent; and 
to clear all, we ſhall give two Reaſons; Firſt, The Dif- 
ference betwixt the Romans and our ſelves in Cuſtoms, 
Humonurs, Manners, and Theatres is ſuch, that tis im- 
poſſible to adapt their Plays to our Stages. The Ro- 
man Plots were ofen founded on the expoſmg Chil- 
dren, and their unexpected Delivery, of buying of Miſſes 
and Miſic. Girls; they were chiefly pleas'd to fee a co- 
vetous old Father neatly bubbl'd by his Slave of a 
round Sum of Money; to find the young Spark his Son 
(miſerably in want of Caſh) join with the Slave in 
the Intrigue, that he might get ſomewhat to ſtop his 
Miſtreſs's Mouth, whom. he keeps unknown to his 
Father; to find a bragging Coxcomb wheedVPd and a- 
bus'd by ſome cumming Paraſite; to hear a Glutton 
talk of nothing but his Belly, and the like. Our Plots 
go chiefly upon Variety of Love-Intrigues, Ladies 
cuckolding their Husbands very dextrouſiy, Gallants 
in danger upon the {ame Account, with their Eſcape 
either by witty Fetches, or hiding themſelves in dark 
Holes, Cloſets, Beds, ec. We are all for Humour, 
Gallantry, Converſation, and Courtſhip, and ſhou'dn't 
endure the chief Lady in the Play a Mute, or to fay 
ab ts very 
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very little, as twas agreeable to em: Our amorous 
Sparks love to hear the pretty Rogues prate, ſnap up their 
Gallants, and repartee upon em on all ſides. We ſhou'd 
n't like to havea Lady married, without knowing whe- 
ther ſhe gives her Conſent or no, (a Cuſtom among the 
Romans) but wou'd befor hearing all the Courtſhip, all 
the rare and ſine Things that Lovers can ſay to each o- 
ther. The ſecond Reaſon of their not taking on our Stage 
is this; Tho Terence's Plays are ſar more exatt, natural, 
regular, and clear than ours, and his Perſons ſpeak more 
like themſelves than generally ours do, yet (to deal im- 

rtially) our Plays plainly excel his in ſome Particulars: 
irſt, in the great Variety of the Matter and Incidents of 
our Plots; the Intrigues thicker and finer ; the Stories 
better, longer, and more curious for the moſt part than 
his. And tbo' there's much Confuſion, Huddle, and Pre- 
cipitation in the Generality of em, yet the great Varie= 
ty and Number of Incidents, tho ill manag'd, will have 
— Charms, and be mighty diverting, eſpecially to 
a vulgar Audience; like the Sight of a BS City at a 
1 diſtance, where there's little of Regularity or Uniformi- 

| y to be diſcern d juſt by. Next, we muchexcel Terence Þ} 
in that which we call Humor, that is in our Comical ® 
Characters, in which we have ſhewn and expos d the 
ſeveral Humours, Diſpoſitions, Natures, Inclinations, Fan- 

- cies, Irregularities, Maggots, Paſſions, Waims, Follies, 
Extravagancies, &c. of Men under all forts of Circum- 
ſtances, of all forts of Ranks and Qualities, of all Pro- 
feſions and Trades, and of all Nations and Countries, ſo 
admirably and ſo lively, that in this no Nation among 
the Ancients or Moderns were ever comparable to us. 
Laſtly, our Comedies excel his in ſome Delicacies f 

_ Converſation; particularly in the Refinedneſs of our. 
Raillery and Satyr, and above all, in Repartee. Some of i 
theſaihings (eſpecially when mix'd with Humour) have 
made many an ordinary Plot take and come off well 
and without a pretty quantity of ſome of em, our Plays 
wou'd go down e g = 
Since we are accidentally 7 into the Excellencies of ñ⁵ 
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our Comedies , we hope it may be pardonable if we 
mention alſo ſome principal Faults in em, which ſeem 
to need a Regulation. And firſt, our Poets ſeldom or 
never obſer ve any of the three great Unities, of Action, 
Time, and Place, which are great Errors: For what 
breeds more Confuſion, than to have five or ſix main 
Plots in a Play, when the Audience can never attend to 
em? What more extravagant than to fancy the Actions 
of Weeks, Months, and Years repreſented in the ſpace of 
three or four Hours? Or what more unnatural than for 
the Spectators to ſuppoſe themſelves now in a Street, 
then in a Gardez, by and by in a Chamber, immediate- 
ly in the Fields; then in the Street again, and never 
move out of their Place? Wou'dn't one ſwear there 
was Conſuration in the Cafe ? That the Theatres were 
a fort of Fairy-Land, where all is Enchantment, Fug- 
gle, and Deluſion? Next, our Plays are too often over- 
power'd with Incidents and Under-j lots, and our Stage 
as much crowded with ſuch Actors as there's little or 
no occaſion for, eſpecially at one time. Then the 
Matter and Diſcourſe of our Plays is very often incohe- 
rent and impertinent, as to the main Deſign, nothing 
being more common than to meet with zwo or three 
whole Scenes in a Play, which wou'd have fitted any 
other part of the Play even as well as that, and perhaps 
any Play elſe. Thus ſome appear to ſwear out a Scene 
or two, others to talk Bawdy a little, without any man- 
ner of Dependance on the reſt of the Action. But be- 
ſides this, (which is another great Error) when the 
Matter and Diſcourſe do ſer ve to carry on the main De- 
ſign, commonly Perſons are brought on the Stage 
without any fort of Art, Probability, Reaſon, or Ne- 
ceſſuy for their coming there; and when they have no 
ſuch Buſineſs, as one that comes to give youa Song or 
a a Jigg. They come to ſerve the Poer's Deſign a little, 
then off they go with as little Reaſon as they came on; 

and that only to make way for other Actors, who (as 
they did) come only to tell the Audience ſomething the 


Poet has a mind to have em know; and that's all heir 
VVV Buſineſs: 
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Buſineſs: And truly that's little enough. This we ſee 
frequently in the chief Actor of the Play, who comes 
on and goes off; and the Speators all the time ſtand ſta- 
ring and wondring at they know not what. Another 
great Fault, common to many of our Plays, is, That 
an Actors Name, Quality, or Buſineſs is ſcarce known 
till a good while after his Appearance ; which muſt needs 
make the Audience at a great loſs, and the Play hard to 
be underſtood, forcing em to carry Books with 'em to 
the Play-houſe, to know who comes in, and who goes 
our. \ 
The Ancients were guilty of none of theſe Abſurgi- 
ties, and more eſpecially our Author; and indeed the 
Nomobſervance of Rules has occaſion'd the great Miſe 
carriage of ſo many excellent Genins's of ours, particu» 
larly that of the Immortal Shakeſpear. Since theſe are 
ſuch apparent Faultsand Ahſurdities, and ſtill our Beau- 
ties are ſo admirable as to cover, and almoſt out-weigh 
ore Errors (elle our Plays were not to be endur'd) un- 
doubtedly our Dramatick Poets, by the Obſervance of 
this Author's Ways and Rules, might out- do all the An- 
cients and Moderns too, both at Tragedy and Comedy; 
for no Nation ever had greater Genius's than ours fie 
Dramatick Poetry. Theſe ha' been but little obſerv d as 
yet; ſo that all our fine Imitations of Nature may often 
be call'd Lucky Hits, and more by Accident than by Art. 
We very much need a Reformation in this Caſe, and our 
Plays can never arrive to any great Perfection without 
it; therefore the nigher they come up to this Standard, 
the more they will be admir d and lov'd by all judicious 
Perſons, provided they ſtil] keep to thoſe Excellencies 
before-mention'd. Beſides, theſe are as eaſily practica- 
ble upon ours, as upon the Greek and Roman Theatres; 
tor by a ſtrict Obſervance of the _y of Place, the Stage 
may be made far more handſom and magnificent, with 
leſs Charge; and by that of the Unity of Action (eſpe- 
cially by the help of an Under - plot, or fo) the Story may 
be made far more ſine and clear, with leſs Trouble. 
But our Nation, by long Cuſtom, and the Succeſs of 
e B 2 irregular 
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irregular Pieces, ſeems naturally. æverſe to all Rules; 
and take it very ill to have their Thoughts confin'd and 
ſhackled, and ty d to the Obſervance of ſuch Niceties: 
Therefore in the firſt place they tell us, That Poets of all 
Men in the World are perfectlyfree, and by no means ought 
to confine their noble Fancies to dull pedantick Rules; 2 
this ( they ſay) is like raking of Bees, cutting off their 
Wings, and laying ſuch Flowers before *em to make Honey 
of as they pleaſe. A Poet indeed ſhou'd be free and un- 
confin'd as Air, as to his Thought, Fancy, arid Contri- 
vance; but then his Poetica Licentiaſnou'dn't tranſport 
him to Madneſs and Extravagance, mak ing him phren- 
ſically tranſgreſs the Rules of Reaſon and Nature, as well 
as Poetry. Theſe that we mention are not any Man's 
arbitrary Rules, but pure Nature only methodiz'd : They 
never hamper a Poet's Fancy, or clip his Wings, but a- 
dorn his Thoughts, and regulate his Flights, ſo as to 
give them a clearer Inſight into Nature, Probability, 
and Decency, without ſomething of which it is im- 
poſſible to pleaſe, And theſe are no more a Cnſinement 
to a Poets Fancy, than the true Proportions of Pillars, the 
Regularity and Uniformity of Windows, are to an Archi- 
tect, or the exact Imitation of Nature to a Painter: As 
if there could be half ſo much Beauty in Groteſque and 
irregular Whims, as in the due Obſervation of the Rule: 
of Proſpect, Shadows, and Proportion. 

Another Objection is, That our Nation will never 
Bear Rules, but are much better pleas'd with the Ways 
now in practice. Tis true, ſeveral of our moſt irre- 
gular Plays have come off with a great deal of Applauſe, 
but certainly never the more for their Irregularities; 
but becauſe moſt of the Audience knew no better, being 
often dazahd by the Greatneſs of the Authors Genius, 
and the Actors Performances, and thoſe that did were 
willing to pardon the Faults for the ſake of the choice 
Maſter-Strokes they had; and upon the ſame Account a 
couple of good Scenes have many times carry'd off 4 
very indifferent Play: Tis plain, that want of Ve and 
. Knowledge hath been the only Cauſe of theſe Ways 
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| ſeeming ſo impracticable; and if the middle ſort of 


Perſons were once truly brought to a Sight of the 
Excellencies of this, and the Deformities ot the other 


Way, (as the well-reading of theſe Plays wou'd in a 


great meaſure do, being chiefly defign'd tor them) they 
wou'd eſteem of it far more than now : and certainly 
they could never pardon thoſe many Indecencies, Im- 


probabilities, Abſurdities, that are ſo common in our 


Plays. *Tis true, there has been a conſiderable Regula- 
tion among many of em ſince the Days of Shakeſpear ; 


but not to bring things half to Perfection. And this 


Regulation has made Hope for a further, as the Age 


will be brought to bear it. 


The laſt Gbjection is more particular: They fay, 
"That the Unities of Action, Time and Place muſt needs 
tale off from the great Variety of the Plot, and a fine 
Story by this means will be quite murder d. *Tis true, 
all Stories whatſoever are not fit for a Dramatick Poem; 
yet there may be an excellent Plot without crowding 
together Intrigues (little depending on one-another ) 
of half a dozen couple in one Play; without hurrying 
over the Buſineſs of three Months in three Hours time, 
or perhaps without skipping from Gardens to Motm- 
tains, from thence to Groves, and then to Town in an 
Action or two: But our prying curious Sparks can't reſt 
here, but muſt be for peeping into Chambers, Cloſets, 
Withdrawing-Rooms, ay, and into Beds too, [ ſome- 
times with the Ladies in em) and have all things 
brought openly upon the Stage, tho never ſo improper 
and mdecent. But this Objection may yet berrer be 
anſwer d by Inflances; and firſt, for the Unity of Time, 


we may mention the Play call'd, The Adventures 4 


Five Hours; the whole Action laſting no longer (mu 
leſs a Day, the extent allow d for a Dramatick Boem) 


yet this is one of the ene Stories that ever ap- 


pear d upon our Stage, and has as much Variety of Plots 
and Intrigues, without any thing being precipitated, im- 


1 proper or unnatural, as to the main Aclion; ſo by this 


appears, that-this Rule N no Spoiler or Murũderer of 


a ſine 
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a fine Story. Then for the Unity of Time and Action 
too, Ben. Fohnſon's Silent Woman is a remarkable In- 
ſtance: An excellent C medy indeed, where the A&;- 
on is perfectly ſingle, and the utmoſt extent ot the 
Time exceeds not three: Hours and a half, (the ſhorteſt 
we ever find) yet ſtill the Plot, Intrigues, and, above all, 
the Incidents, are very fine, and no ways unnatural. 
_ Laſtly, For all three Unities, Mr. Dryden's All for Love 
(tho a Tragedy, and ſomewhat foreign to our Buſineſs) 
is worthy to be taken Notice of, that being perfeciiy 
regular according to the Rule of the Stage, the Scenes 
unbroken, the Incidents exactly and duly prepar'd, and 
all Things noble, beautiful, juſt, and proportionable. 
This we reckon one of the beſt Tragedies of our Nation. 


Now can any Man juſtly think that theſe Plays we now = 


mention d were ever the worſe forthat Regularity they 
had; or indeed have we many better in the Nation for 
Plot, or many that have better pleas d the generality 
of Perſons than theſe? If fo, this ſufficiently ſhews the 
Truth of what we offer d; and withal commends our 
Maſter's great Fudgment in this Point, who in our O- 
Poe (beſides the Excellency of his Characters) plain- 
y deſer ves à greater Name for his Plots, than for his 
Language. 

Come we next then to our own Vindication, in 
Which we ſhall briefly ſhew the Reaſons why wedid it, 
and what our Performances have been in this Verſion. 

The main Reaſons why we undertook it were theſe, 
Firſt, For the Excellency and Uſefwlneſs of this Author 
in general: And conſequently for the Benefit (as we 
ſhall ſhew by and by) of -20ft ſorts of People, but ſpe- 
cially for the Service it may do our Dramatick Poets. 


Next, for the Honour of our Language, into which all 


good Books ought to be tranſlated, ſince tis now be- 
come ſo elegant, ſweet and copious: And indeed no- 
thing refines, or gives Foreigners a greater Opinion of 
any Language than its number of good Tranilations ; 
of which the French is a great Inſtance. Thirdly, Be- 
- cauſe moſt of our Neighbours have got it into their 

D | Language, 
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Language, particularly the French, who have done it 
with good Succeſs; and we have no reaſon for being 
outdone by any of our Neighbours, ſince we have a Lan- 
guage we dare ſet againſt any in the Horld. Laſtly, 
Since the Author is ſo excellent, we undertook it be- 
cauſe no other Perſons wou'd. Tis ſtrange that none 
of our Great Wits would undertake it, but let us Per- 
fons of Obſcurity take their Works out of their Hands; 
when we can perceive by our little Performances that 
our Language Will do it to a very high degree, un- 
doubted!y better than the French. 

The moſt conliderable Objections that have been 
made againſt our Tranſlation are theſe. Firſt, What 
real Die or Advantage can this Tranſlation be to the 
P.ublick? As for School- Boys and Learners, Bernard's 
and Hool Tranſlations, the great number of Notes, a 


School-Maſter, or their own Induſtry, will well enough 


teach em to conſirue it. Men of Senſe and Learning, 
they read it wholly for the Latin ſake ; therefore a 
Tranſlation is of no Uſe to them. Laſtly, They won't 
fit our Stage; and conſequently they are impertinent at 
be. To theſe we anſwer : Firſt, As to School-Boys 
and Learners, Bernard's and Hool's Tranſlations are 
very often falſe, moſt ſo obſolete, flat, and 22 
that a Man can ſcarce read half a Page without ſleep- 
ing; the latter is full of Lariniſms, and both are oft 


more obſcure than the Original. The Notes ſometimes 


don't expreſs the Author's Senſe; and often yery ob- 
ſcurely : In ſome things they are zoo long and tedious: 
And moſt of them have the flight of running very 
nimbly over thoſe Places which they are afraid they 
ſhou'd ſtick in. School- Maſters often want Time, and 


now and then Fudg ment and Learning, to explain things 


as they ought; then to leave Boys by themſelves to 
pick out the Senſe of {ſuch a difficult Author as this, is 
very inconvenient ; which, belides the Diſcouragement 
ſometimes of not being able to do it, will often lead 
em into ſuch Errors and Miſtakes, as perhaps they'll 
never get clear of. So that this will be of great Uſe 
| even 


. * 
i 
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it: They will ſerve em (as was ſai 
and tho many of our Poets do very well underſtand the 
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even to School-Boys and Learners, beſide the great Ad- 
vantage of teaching em, perhaps not the worſt En- 


gliſu, and ſomething of the Idiom of our Tongue. 

As for the ſecond part of the Objection, That Men 
of Senſe and Learning read it only for the Latin ſake : 
This is or ought to be look'd upon as a great Miſtake ; 


. - ſince Terence has other and greater Excellencies than 
his Stile, as we have before ſhewn. But however, in- 


genious Perſons muſt needs receive ſome Pleaſure in 
ſeeing ſuch excellent fine Latin now ſpeak tolerable good 
Engliſh: And likewiſe in ſeeing ſomewhat of the Con- 
verſation, Humour, and Cuſtoms of the old Greeks and 


Romans put into a modern Dreſs ; and perhaps not 


quite out of the Faſhion. Beſides, ſince many of theſe 
do ſametimes upon occaſion make uſe of Notes, twill 


be of equal ſe (in that reſpect) to them as to all Lear- 


ners. And that they have often need of ſuch, will ap- 
pear from the ſeveral difficult places ¶ eſpecially as to 


| the Plot) and ſome obſcure dubious Paſſazes in this Au- 


thor, which the utmoſt Skill in the Latin Tongue will 
not teach us to explain; ſince there is as great a neceſſi- 


e the underſtanding of the Roman Cuſtoms and 


eatres in this Caſe, and of the Art of the Stage, as of 
the Latin Tongue. How extraordinary uſeful a Tran- 
flation can be in perfectly clearing an Author, Roſcom- 
mon's Tranſlation of Horace's Art of Poetry is an ap- 
parent Inſtance; which ſhews the Senſe, Meaning, De- 
ſign, &c, of Horace better and eaſier all the Para- 

Phraſes and Notes in the World. | | 
_ Thirdly, Tho' our Tranſlation will never fit our Stage, 
yet it may be of conſiderable Uſe to ſome of the Drama - 
tic Poets; which we had ſome * to when we did 
before) for Models; 


Original, yet tis plain that ſome of em do not under- 


ſtand it overmuch. But however, it ay not be wholly 
2 


uſeleſs to thoſe that do, and more 1 for their buſi- 


| 4 I neſs, itbeing ready explain'd to their hands, and-upon 
dome accounts to be read with leſs troubie than the Ori. 


inal, 


* 
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ginal, for that's in many places very obſcure, by reaſon 
of corrupted Copies, wrong Points, falſe Diviſion of 


whole Adts, as well as Scenes, and the like. Further; 
if theſe Plays come tobe frequently read by the ordinary 
ſort of People, they will by little and little grow more in 
love with, and more clearly ſee the true Excellencies 
theſe Rules, and the lively Imitations of Nature, whic 
will be the greateſt Encouragements our Poets can have 
to follow em. And beſides, the Common People, by 
theſe Plays, may plainly perceive, that Obſcenities and 
Debaucheries are no ways neceſſary to make a good Co- 
med); and the Poets themſelves will be the more ready 
to bluſh when they find Heathens ſo plainly outdo us 
Chriſtians in Morals; for their principal Vices in their 
Plays were chiefly from the Ignorance of the Times, 
but we have no ſuch Pretence. This alone might have 
been a ſufficient Reaſon for our undertaking this De- 
ſign. But to come now to what we have done; tis not 
to be expected we ſhou'd wholly reach the Air of the 
Original, that being ſo peculiar, and the Language fo 
different : We have imitated our Author as nigh as well 


the Engliſh Tongue and our ſmall Abilities wou'd per- 


mit; each of us joining and conſulting about every Line, 
not only for the doing it berter, but alſo for the maki 

it all of a piece. We follow'd no One Latin Copy by it 
ſelf, becauſe of the great Diſagreements among em, 


but have taken any that ſeem'd trueſt. We look d over 


all the Notes; ſometimes they'd help us a litele, often 


not: Some Hints we had from the French, but not 


very many: Beſides, we had conſiderable Helps from 
other Perſons far above our ſelves, for whoſe Care and 
Pains we ſhall ever acknowledge our Gratitude. 7 

A meer verbal Tranſlation is not to be expefted; that 
wou'd ſound horribly, and be more obſcure than the 
Original; but we have been faithful Obſervers of his 
Senſe, and even of his Words too, not flipping any of 


| Conſequence without ſomething to anſwer it; nay, fur- ö ; 
ther, where two Words ſeem to be much the ſame, and 
perhaps not intended to be very different by the 52 1 
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thor, we were commonly ſo nice as to do them too ; 
ſuch as Segnitia and Socordia, Scire and Noſcere, and 
the like, which is more exact than moſt, if not all our 
modern Verſions. We cou'dn't ha kept cloſer (eſpe- 
cially in this Author, which ſeveral ingenious Perſons 
told us, is the hardeſt in the World to tranſlate) without 
too much treading upon the Author's Heels, and de- 
ſtroying our Deſigns of giving it an eaſy Comick Stile, 
moſt agreeable to our Times, If we're guilty of any 
* of this Nature, it ſeems to be that of keeping too 
cloſe. 

52 ſtill, to be more particular; we did all we cou'd 
to prevent any of the Meaning and Grace of the beſt. 
Words to be loſt; ſo that we were often forc'd to ſearch 
and ſtudy ſome time for thoſe moſt proper, and often- 
times to expreſs em by two, or ſometimes by a Cir- 
cumlocution: Which Madam Dacter herſelf, as accu- 
rate as ſhe is accounted, has often neglected ; and there- 
by has wholly loſt the Force and Beauty of many em- 

» Phatical Words. Terence had ſome Words taken in a 

eat many Senſes, ſuch as Contumelia and Injuria, O- 
dioſus, Triſtis, c. Theſe we have been very careful a- 
bout; but where he plays upon Words ( tho' never fo 
prettily ) he ought not in | 2 places to be imitated 

at all; becauſe the Fineneſs is more loſt that way than 

| the other; yet we try'd at ſeveral when they were na- 
tural and tolerable in Engliſh. As for his Alluſions, and 
the like, many of them are perhaps quite loſt to us. 
However they are commonly loſt in our Language. 

On ſuch places (as well as ſome others) we made Re- 
marks or Notes at the latter end; ſome of which we 

are oblig d to the French Lady for; theſe ſerving to 

ſhew our Author's fine Strokes, as well as to vindicate 

our Tranſlation. For his Senſe and Meaning, we have 

taken more than ordinary Care about, and weigh'd all 
Circumſtances before we fix d. Several of the Paſſa- 

zes are done contrary to the general Opinion, and ſome 
= Rowe differently from all, both as to the Perſon that 
peaks as well as the Meaning, but not without good 
8 Mt TO ca A | Grounds ; 
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Grounds : And if any be ſo nice in cenſuring, we de- 
ſire that Perſon to ſhew us three Terences that exactly 
agree one with another, either in Points or Words, for 
two Acts together. Of theſe Paſſages that were ab- 
ſolutely doubtful we always took the beſt, and that 
which ſeem'd to us the moſt probable Way and Mean- 
ing: And all ſuch as were difficult, knotty, or obfcure 
in the Original, we made as plain and clear as we cou'd: 
And we preſume to fancy there are very few Paſſages 
in ours uninteiligible to the meaneſt Capacity. In his 
Feſts and Repartees (except they were Alluſions, or 
the like) we hope that the Force of them is ſeldom loſt: 
For making every Perſon ſpeak fo exactly like them- 
ſelves (a thing our Author was ſo famous for) is much 
more difficult in Engliſh, by reaſon of its greater Vari- 
ety of Idioms and Phraſes, than in the Latin; and to 
fuit theſe always, requires a greater Genius than we 
can pretend to. Terence, tho reckon'd very genteel 
in his days, ſeems in ſome places to have a ſort of Fa- 
miliarity and Bluntneſs in his Diſcourſe, not ſo agree - 
able with the Manners and Gallantry of our Times; 
which we have. mollified as well as we cou'd, ſtill 
making the Servants fawcy enough upon occaſion. 


In ſome places we have had ſomewhat more of Hu- 


mour than the Original, to make it ſtill more agreeable 
to our Age; but all the while have kept ſo nigh our 
Author's Senſe and Deſign, that we hope it can never 


be juftly call'da Fault. We can't certainly tell whe- 


ther William the Conqueror, the Grand Seignior, and 
the like, may paſs with ſome; they may poſſibly take 
them for Blunders in time, which are now become 
Proverbial Expreſſions ; the firſt ſignifying only a great 
while agd, and the other a Great Man. e 

As for the Diviſion of the Ads and Scenes, all the 
common Terences are moſt notoriouſly falſe: The A#s 
are often wrong, but the Scenes oftener; and theſe 


have bred ſome Obſcurity in our Author's Rules. Ma- 
dam Dacier has been more exact in this than all others 


before her, yet ſtill ſhe's once miſtaken in * 
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and very often in her Scenes. We have folow'd her as 
to her Acts, except one in the Phormio; but we have 
not divided the Scenes at all by Figures, becauſe they 
are of no ſuch Uſe; only the Reader may take notice, 
that whenever any particular Actor enters upon the 
Stage, or goes off, that makes a different Scene; for 
the Ancients never had any other that we know of. 
The Prologues, by the Advice of ſeveral judicious Per- 
ſons, are left out, as being the meaneſt, the fulleſt of 
Quibbles, and the leaſt intelligible of any thing he 
wrote, they relating chiefly to private Squabbles be- 
tween our Author and the Poets of his Time, the Par- 
ticulars of which *tis impoſſible to underſtand now, 
and we need not be much concern'd that we don't: 
Beſides, in the main, they are {ſu much beneath our Au- 
thor, that *tis queſtion'd whether they are his or no, 
eſpecially the Third. The Arguments are certainly 
none of his, and ſo far from being uſeful, that they on- 
ly ſerve to foreſt all the Plots, and take away the Plea- 
ure of ſurprizing. | 
' Laſtly, That there might be nothing wanting which 
might make this Tranſlation as entire and clear as poſſi- 
ble, we have all the way intermix'd Notes of Explana- 
tion, ſuch as, Enter, Exit, Aſide, and all other things 
of Action, neceſſary to be known, and conſtant 
3 among our modern Dramatick Poets. Th 
rye extremely to the clearing of the Plots, which 
would be obſcure without em, eſpecially ſince their 
. Theatres were ſo different from ours: And as ſuch ſort 
of Notes are the ſhorteſt that are generally us d, ſo 
they are moſt compleat, uſeful, and clear, by the help 
of whichalmoſt any Child may apprehend any thing. 
Perhaps we might have omitted ſome of em, but we 


ad betteroffend this way than the other. 


Thus have we ſaid as much as we thought requiſite 

- in Vindication of our Maſter's Honour, and: of our. 
own Undertaking: And if we had ſaid ten times as 
much, and neer ſo much to the Purpoſe, People will 
ftill think and talk what they pleaſe, m "= 
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Ublius Terentius had his Birth at the fa- 
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mous City of Carthage in Africa, in 
the Year of Rome 559, ſeven Years after 


e Chriſt. His Parentage was mean, no 
doubt, fo little known, that his true Name is not re- 
member'd; for that of Terence he took from his Pa- 
tron Terentius Lucanus, the Roman Senator. As for 
his Perſon, he was of a middle Stature, very ſlender, 
and ſomewhdt of a tawny Complex ion. | 

When he was very young, and not paſt his Child- 
hood, he was made Captive, as 'tis generally ſup- 
pos d. by the Numidians, who ſent him immedi- 
ately to Rome; and there he happen'd on the fore- 
mention'd Terentius Lucanus. This Maſter had ſo 
great an Eſteem for his good Mien and excellent 
Parts, that he did not only give him a moſt tender 
and genteel Education, but his Freedom too ; and, 
what is more, when he was very young; a Favour 

not very uſual in thoſe Days. * 

After this, he more cloſely apply'd himſelf to 
Learning; and his Obſervations and Studies of 
Men Manners ſeem'd to be his chief Imploy- 
ment, His exact Remarks upon Mens natural 
Diſpoſitions, and his Genius led him wholly to 
Dramatick Poetry, particularly Comedy; wherein 
all the Humours and Paſſions of Men are ſo nicely 
obſerv d and expreſs d, * we can no 9 
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find a truer and more lively Repreſentation of 
Human Nature. His comely Per ſonage and his 
accurate Writings brought him into a great E- 
ſeem 3 not only with the People in general, but like- 
wiſe with the greateſt and nobleſt of Rome; but 
he was more eſpecially belov'd and cheriſh'd by the 
famous Scipio Africanus and Lelius. With theſe two 
inſeparable Friends and Companions he had gain'd 
more than ordinary Familiarity ; paſſing away many 


a fair Hour in Pleaſures and Delights, at their Country- 


Houle at Mount Alba. 

He made himſelf Maſter of the Greek Tongue, 
from which he borrow'd much of his Plays; of 
which we have Six remaining. When he had fi- 


niſh'd his firſt Play, and brought it to the Ediles, 


they would needs have him read it before Cecilins, 
as the moſt approved Judge. Cecilius was then 
at Supper. Terence's Garb (it ſeems) was none 
of the beſt at that Time, therefore he was ſeated in 
an ordinary By-place, and there order'd to begin. 
But a few of his fine Verſes ſo well made Amends 
for the Meanneſs of his Habit, that he was imme- 


diately deſir d to fit down and take Part of what he 


found at the Table, being placed next to Cecilius him- 
ſelf. After Supper, he read over the reſt of his 


Play, to Ceciliuss wonderful Delight. The Name. 


of it we find not, it could not be the Andrian, for 
that was made two Years after Cecilius was dead. 

In the 28th Year of his Age, he made his An- 
drian ; the firſt Comedy that we know of, which 
he took a great Part from Menander the Greek 
Poet. The Year following he made his Hecyra, 
or Mother-in-Law, which he took ( chiefly ) from 


Appollodorus the Greek Poet. This Play was the 

firſt time unſucceſsful, and is the only one whoſe : 

Plot is perfectly Single. Two Years after, he 

made his Heautontimorumenos, or Self-Tormentor, | 

which he borrow'd (moſtly) from Menander. Two 

Years after that, his Phormio, taken (chiefly) from 
1. 45 
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Appollodorus's 1 The {ame Year he 
made his Eunuch; of which he borrow'd a great 
t from Menander : This by many is reckon'd his 
ſt; however, it came off with far greateſt Ap- 
plauſe. The Year following, in the 34th Year of his 
Age, he made his laſt Comedy, calld Adelphi, or the 
Brothers, and that too was ( moſtly ) taken from Me- 
nander; which Varro, as to the Beginning of it, pre- 
fers to the beginning of Menander him ſelf. 

Theſe Comedies were in great Reputation among 
the Romans, and generally ſucceeded very well; 
though Plautus had ſometimes better Luck on the 
Stage. But never a one of his took like the Eu- 
nuch, for which Terence had 8600 Seſterces; a Re- 
ward (tho not exceeding Sixty Pounds of our Money) 
greater in thoſe Days than ever Poet had. Beſides, 
it was acted twice in one Day; the more ſtrange, 
becauſe Plays then were never made but to be acted 
two or thice times in all. All Six were almoſt equal- 
ly eſteem'd by his Countrymen; and moſt of them 
had their peculiar Beauties. Tis obſery'd, that the 
Andrian and the Brothers excel in their Characters 
and Manners; the Eunuch and Phormio, in the Vi- 
gour and Livelineſs of their Intrigues; and the Self- 
tor mentor and Mother- in- Lam, in their Thought, Paſ- 
ſions, and Purity of Style. 3 

Upon the Account of his intimate Acquaintance 
with Scipio and Lelius, it was, and is ſtill generally 
believ d, that they had a great, if not a principal 


Sdare in the making of his Plays: And this Con- 


jecture is grounded not only upon the extraordina- 
ry Familiarity between them, but alſo the Accuracy. 
Propriety, Purity, and Politeneſ of the Stile, which 
do indeed ſeem above a poor African's Abilities. But 
theſe are but meer Conjectures intermixd with a 
Spice of Malice; though indeed redounding m uch 
to his Honour, as he himſelf intimates in his Pro- 
logue to the Brothers. The extraordinary Familia- 
rity between them was or caus d by his emi- 
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nent Deſerts. The Accuracy and Politeneſs of his 
Style proceeded perhaps from his Labour and Stu- 
dies; as the Purity and Politeneſs of it might be the 
Effects of his Roman Education, and his keeping the 
beſt Company. And if he defended himſelf but 
{lightly whene'er he was accus'd, that may be reck- 
on d his great Complaiſance to thoſe noble Perſons, 
Theſe Crimes he was often charg'd with; but in 
the Thirty- fifth Vear of his Age, either to avoid the ſe 
Scandals, or to inſtruct himſelf in the Cuſtoms and 
Manners of the Grecians, he left Rome to go for that 
Country, and dy d ſoon after his Departure, in the 
Vear of Rome 594, Nine Vears before the Third Pu- 
nick War, and 157 before Chriſt. The Place and 
Manner of his Death is very doubtful. Some ſay he 
dy'd in his Return from Greece to Rome, with a great 
Number of Greek Comedies tranſlated by him, and 
loſt with him. Others, that he dy'd at Stymphalus, 
a Village in Arcadia, for Grief of loſing thoſe Co- 
medies he had tranſlated. But here we leave all to 


the Judgment of more curious Perſons. 


It is {aid by ſeveral, that he dy'd very Poor; but 
however, his Daughter (the only Child he left) after 
his Deceaſe was marry'd to a Roman Knight, to 
whom he left a Houſe, and a Garden of fix Acres, 
which was ſituated under the Appian- way, nigh that 


Place call'd Villa-Martis. 


THE | 


* 


THE 


Fair ANDRIAN. 


A 


CO M E D Y- 
Acted at the Feaſt of Cibele, 


WHEN 
M. Fulvius ) 
and ber Curule Edils. 
M. Glabrio 
L. Ambivius Turpio, 


By the Company of and 
L. Attilius of Preneſtæ. 


Flaccus made free by Claudius compos'd the Mu- 
ſick, which was perform'd upon two equal 


Flutes, the one right-handed, and the other 
left-handed. 


It was taken wholly from the Greek, and acted 


ng M. Marcellus, 
Under the (nm of 90 and 
5 C. Sulpitius, 


A. U C. 587. Before Chriſt 162. 


C'3 ©: - has 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
MEN. 
An old rich Merchant of Athens, very kind 
simo, and indulgent to his Son, but otherwiſe 
7 of a peeviſh Diſpoſition. 
His Friend and Neighbour » Father 
Chremes 4 to Philumena, of an eaſie pliant 
Temper. | 
Simo's Son; very civil, courteous, 
Pamphilus, 4 and obedient, but paſſonately in 
| Love with Glycerie. 


A young Gentleman, his Friend, in Love 
Charine, with Chremes's Daughter Fi 
mena. 
Sofia, _ Simo's Steward. 
Dromo, His Footman. 
Servant to Pamphilus; 4 ſaucy, cun- 


| 4 ning, intriguing Fellow; always help- 
Davus, ing his Maſter out in his Amours, and 


putting Tricks upon Simo. 
Byrrhie, Servant to Charine. 


A Stranger of the Iſle of Andro, avi 

N * downright Country . 4 
| WOMEN. 

x. a The Fair Andrian, debanch'd and kept 

Glycerie, by Pamphilus. F 


Myſis Her Maid, faithful and 
Lesbia, An old ſoaking Midwife LDN * 


MUT E 75 e 5 


Axchillis, Slycerie's Nur IN * 
OED, 
Servants to Simo, — a2 


Scene AT HEN S. | 
The TIME, about ſeven or eight Hours. 
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THE 


Fair ANDRIAN. 


Ker I. | 
SCENT, the Street before Simo's Door. 
Time, the Forenoon. 


1 — 


Enter Simo, Soſia, and other of Simo's 
Servants, with Proviſions and Things, 
as from the Market. | 


Way with thoſe Things there, 
„and be gone But do you 
N We. || ſtay, Sofi 7a; 1 have ſomething 
to ſay to you. [exeunt Servants. 

So/. J underſtand ye, Sir; 
you'd ha' Care taken of theſe things, I ſuppole. | 
Sim, Quite another Buſineſs. 


12 Can my poor Skill be further ſerviceable t to 
you? 


Sim. 
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Sim. Nay, there's no need of that Skill of yours 
1tht caſe: Be but as faithful and ſecret as ye us'd to 
be, and the Buſineſs is done. 

Sof. I wait your Pleaſure, Sir. 

Sim. I'm ſure you can't but know what a fair and 


eaſie Maſter | ha' been t'ye, cer ſince I bought ye of 


a Child. and in Requital of your good Services, I gave 
ye your Freedom; the moſt that I cou'd do for ye. 

Sof. Sir, I'm not forgetful of it. 

Sim. Nor do I repent it. 

Sof. I'm very glad, Sir, to find ye pleas'd with any 
thing I ever did, or can do; and am much oblig'd to 
ye for your good Opinion of me. But with ſub- 
miſſion, Sir, this ſomewhat troubles me; for fuch a 
Teminding a Man of a Benefit jeems to intimate as it 
he were inſenſible of it Put, in one word, 
Sir, What can ferve you in? | 

Sim. Vl tell you: ithe firſt place you are to 
— that the Buſineſs of the Wedding is all 
Sham. 

Soſ. Why d' ye put it upo' th' World then? 

Sim. 11! tell ye the whole Myſtery of it, and give 


ye ſuch a light into my Son's Converſation and my | 


Deſigns, that you'll immediately ſee what Part you 
are to act in this Bulineſs. When I firſt took 


him from School, Soſia, I left him a little to himſelf, 


to try which way his Genius wou'd lead him; 
which was hard to know for certain, or indeed to-: 
lerably to gueſs at, whilſt he was a Boy, under the 


Awe of a Rod and Maſter, 


Sof. Right, Sir. | 

Sim. You know tis a common thing for moſt 
young Men to give up themſelves wholly either to 
Horſes, Hounds, Books, or the like: Now he was 
not over-fond of any of theſe, though he was in at 
all. This I lik d well. | 
Sof Y* had reaſon, Sir; for not to be too much ad- 
difted to any one thing, 1 take to be the moſt excellent 


Sim. 
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Sim, Then for his Converſation, Sofia, He was 
never uneaſie upon any Occaſion ; nor wou'd he evec 

- ipoil Company, but clos'd with all Humours, neve: 
thwarting others, nor aſſuming too much to himſelf. 
And I think this was the way to get Reputation 
and Friends without Envy. | 

Soſ. He took a wiſe Courſe: For as the World 
goes now, Complaiſance goes current, when Plaindeal- 
ing will not paſs. | 

Sim, In this Interim, there comes a Woman about 
Three years ago from Andros, who takes Lodgings 
in our Neighbourhood, forced hither by the Scanti- 
neſs of her own Fortune, and the Neglect of her Re- 
lations : But ſhe was a fine Woman indeed, and in the 
very Flower of her Age. 

Sof. Ah, Sir! 1 fear this ſame fine Woman bodes us 
no good. 

Sim. At firſt indeed ſhe liv'd a very honeſt, thrif- 
ty, and laborious ſort of a Life, carning her Bread at 
her Fingers ends. But afterwards, when the Love- 
buſineſs came on, and the Golden Promiſes from 
this and t'other, (as People had rather follow their 
Pleaſure than their Work) ſhe accepts of their Offers, 
and immediately ſets up the Trade. Some of her Gal- 
lants, as ill Luck would have it, carried my Boy a- 
long with 'em for Company's ſake. Then faid I 
to my ſelf, The Fool's noos'd, he's ſmitten, So L 
made it my Buſineſs iᷣth Morning to watch the 
Lady's going and coming,. and would ask him now 
and then, Hark ye, good Boy, tell me ye little Rogue,, 
ro whoſe turn fell Chryſis laſt Night? For, you mult 
know, that was the Name ſhe went by. 

Soſ. Very well, Sir. | 5740 

Sim. They'd tell me, Phedrus, Clinias, or Nicera- 
rus perhaps, (for thoſe were all in with her.) * 
but my good Lads, what did Pamphilus? What did 
he? They'd cry, Why, he only eat with em, and 
paid his Club. This pleas d me to the very Soul. 
So I fell to pumping em another time, but et pea 

ord! 
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Word that Pamphilus had ever been dabbling. This 
I thought a ſufficient Tryal, and a conſiderable In- 
ſtance of his Virtue: For he that has to do with ſuch 
ſort of Cattle, and comes off clear, you may ſafely 
truſt him with the Management of himſelf. When 
others ſaw how I reliſh'd it, they fell in one and all, and 
faid a hundred fine things, I warrant ye, what a 
bleſſed Father 7 was, to have ſuch a towardly Son 
In one word, the Reputation of it wrought 
ſo upon my Neighbour Chremes, that nothing would 
ſerve him but a Match between my Son and his 
Daughter, with a good Portion over and above too. 
The Propoſal took, we both agreed upon't, and this 
was t' have been the Wedding-day. 
Sof. Very good: And what Obſtruction now ? 
Sim. T'll tell ye. —— Ina very few days, whilſt 
this was doing, Chryſis dies. 
Sof. In a good Hour, Sir. We are all made then. 
To be free with ye, I did not like this ſame Chryſis. 
Sim. My Son, you muſt know, and the humble 
Servants of Chryſis were together, and together took 
Care of the Funeral: He was really fad, and now and 
then dropt a Tear, which I did not diſlike; for, 
thought I. He that is ſo much mov d, and upon ſuch 
fender Acquaintance, What if ſhe had been his own. 
Miſtreſs ! How wou'd he take on if I ſbou d die! All 
this I look d upon to be the Effects of good Na- 
ture, and ſweet Temper. — Io conclude, I 
my ſelf, to humour him, went alſo to the Funeral, 
without ſuſpecting any thing. 
Soſ. How, Sir! And whe then # [ Fearfully. 
Sim. Tl tell ye Tl Body is brought out, 
the Company moves, and amongſt the Women 'twas 
my Fortune to caſt my Eye upon a young Creature 
"with a Face, — — ö | 
So Good encugh 8. | 
Sim. Ay, r ſo modeſt, ſo pretty, 
nothing cou d be more charming. No finding 
cis Woman ſo much more concern d than the reſt, 
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and her Behaviour much more genteel and graceful 
than any there, I went and whiſper'd to the Ser- 
vants, to know who ſhe was. They told me, The 
dead Perſon's Siſter. That word ſtruck me to the 
very Heart. Well, well, ( thought I) the whole Bu- 
ſoneſs is unravel d, and the Tears and Whining are no 
longer a Myſtery. 

Sof. 'm in ſuch a Fright to know how this Buſi- 
neſs will come off, | 

Sim. Well; the Funeral Marches, we follow, 
come to the place where the Body was to be laid, 
put it into the Fire, and give her a Tear: Mean 
time the Siſter, I told ye of, runs like a Mad- woman 
up to the Fire, and truly almoſt into't. At which 

Pamphilus in a great Fright diſcovers that Love 

which he had ſo well diſſembled and conceal'd be- 

fore; runs to her, takes her in his Arms: My dear 

Glycerie, ſays he, what dye do? Word ye deſtroy 

your ſelf ? With that, all in Tears, ſhe flings her ſelf 

upon him, and with ſo much Tenderneſs too, that 
you might eaſily perceive 'twan't the firſt time of 
their Acquaintance, T7 
So. Ah! How's this, Sir! [ In Amaze, 
Sim. Away go 1 very moody and diſſatisfied, but 

not enough to make a Wrangle on't: For if I had F 

chid him, he'd ha' ſaid, Pray, Sir, what have I done? 
hat have I deſerv'd, Sir? What's my Fault, Sir? 
3 fooliſh Woman wou'd ha burnt her ſelf, I hinder'd 
Her, and ſav'd her Life it may be. This is as fair a 
Ya Plea as can be. | 
3 Fof. You've Reaſon, Sir: For had you blam'd him 
for ſaving her out of the Flames, what would ye ha 
None if he had thrown her in? 

Sim. Next Day comes my Neighbour Chremes, 
orming like a Mad-man, That there was Roguery 
'th* Caſe, and that moſt certainly Pamphilus and 
his Woman were engag'd together, I deny'd it, he 
ffirm'd it, and in fine, went away in a. Pett, as if 
a wou d break off the Match with his Daughter. , 
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So. And did not ye ſchool your Son upon this ? 

Sim. No, no; twas not enough yet to pick a 
Quarrel at. 

Sof. How fo, I beſeech ye? 

Sim. He might have ſaid, Jou, Sir, are now put- 
ping a ſtop to all my Pleaſures of this Nature; ſhort- 
ly I muſt be married, and live after another's Hu- 
mour; mean time, pray Sir, let me live a little after 

own. 

Sof. Well Sir! if this won't do, what can you poſ- 
ſibly find to chide him for? 

Sim. Why, if he refuſes to marry upon the Ac- 
count of his Miſs, that Buſineſs muſt be laid home to 
him firſt. Now, my Deſign is, by means of this 
mock-Wedding, to find a juſt Cauſe of being angry, 
if he ſhou'd not agree to it; and that, if the Rogue 
Davus has any. Trick in his Head, he may put it off 
if he can; I an't like to be his Chapman; tho' I 
know he'll be at it tooth __ nail; and more to 

lague me, perhaps, than to pleaſure my Son. 
F 8 Wien makes ye think ſo? b 

Sim. D'ye ask that Queſtion ? Ever whilſt ye live, 
#What's bred i th Bone will neer out th Fleſh, But 
if I find him tampering, I'll In ſhort, put the 
caſe that Pamphilus ſhou'd not boggle ( as | heartily | 
wiſh he wow'd n't ) then Chremes is 10 to be ſweet- 
ned, and I hope twill do. Now the Part you're to 
act, is to countenance the Marriage, mortifie Davus, 
watch the Boy, and be a Spy upon their Counſels. 

3 Enough Sir, I'll take Care of all. Now I - 

ſe we may retire, Sir. 

. Go, II follow ye pong: Exit Solia, 

Simo walks about ſtudying. | 

My Life on't, this Boy o mine has no Stomach to 
2 Wife: For if he had, Davsus wou'dn't ha* been fo 
ſtartl'd at the Talk of a Match in band hut 
hold ye! yonder he comes. | 

Enter Davus at another part of the Srage, not 


ſeeing Simo. 
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Dav. to himſelf. I ſnou'd ha? wonder'd if this Bu- 
ſineſs had gone off ſo; and that fleering Sweetneſs of 
my Maſter I did not like: For when he heard the 
Match was breaking, he ſtood with his Finger in his 
Mouth, and never ſo much as grumbled at it. 

Sim. Overhearing.] But Sirrah! now he will, you 
ſhall ſee, and make ye ſmoke for it too. [ Aſide. 

Dav. to himfelf. | IIl warrant ye his Buſineſs was 
to owl us into a Fool's Paradiſe, and in the midſt of 
all our Hopes to have taken us napping, before we 
could bethink our ſelves of ſpoiling the Job. A cun- 
ning old Fellow! 5 

Sim. liſtning.] This Rogue! what ſays he? [afade. 

Dav. diſcovering Simo] S' Life, my Maſter's upon 
the Back of me, and I never dreamt of him. (Softly. 

Sim. Davus ! | 

. 7 ſeeming not to know him.] Umph! Who's 
that? | | 

Sim. Here, Sir, this way. | | 

Dav. What would this old Fellow have? [S ofrly. 
Sim. partly hearing ] D'ye mutter, Sirrah? 

Dav. Who I, Sir? | 
Sim. And ask Queſtions too ?- Sirrah, tis the 
| Town-talk that my Son keeps a Miſs. 

Dav. The Town's much concern'd, I warrant, 


for what our Pam does. | [Alde. 


Sim, Raſcal! d' ye mind what I ſay or no? 


| [ 4ngrily. 4 
Dav. O yes, Sir, very much. . 


Sim. 1 ſhou'd be look'd upon as a hard Father, 1 


know, for peeping into his Intrigues.— - For what 
is gone and paſt I regard not much; for he had Li- 
berty enough, ſo long as *twas fit for me to give it, 
or him to take it; but now the Caſe is alter d, and 
new Circumſtances call for new Meaſures and Man- 
ners; and therefore I require you, or if it were de- 
cent, let me entreat ye, good Daus, that my Son 

take up and mend. 

Da. Sir, I'm in the dark all this while, . 
OE. © | » | | Sim. 
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Sim. Your Wenches, you know, are fick at the 
Name of Wife and Matrimony | 

Dav. Ay, Sir, ſo they ſay indeed. | 

Sim. = Then if any ſuch has got a Tutor of 
his own Kidney, he ſhall be ſure to be ply'd on the 
weak ſide. 

Dav. Really, Sir, I don't underſtand ye. : 

Sim. No! that is ſtrange, [ Angrily. 

Dav. Why, Sir, 'm plain Dawus ſtill, no Conjurer. 

Sim. Then you wou'd have the reſt of my Mind 
in Words at length? 

Dav. Yes Sir, to chuſe. 

Sim. Look ye, Sirrah! if J catch ye in any of 
your Roguy Legerdemain Tricks to hinder this 
Match, or that ye have a Mind to. ſhew how ſhrewd. 
you are at Plotting, I will have your Skin ſtript o- 
ver your Ears, and you ſent to Bridewel, Sirrah! 
| there to lye and rot, upon this Condition, and by 
tis Token, That whenever I take you out, I will give 
| youleave to put me in — What! does your Rogue- 
© fhip underſtand me now? Have not I ſpoke plain e- 
| nough yet? | | 
1 Dav. Ay, ſhre wdly. It is the very Thing itſelf, 
without going about. | 
Sim. Well, Sirrah! Trick me in any thing but this. 

Da. Gently, gently, Sir, I beſeech ye. [ Feeringly. 
| Sim. Raſcal, do ye laugh at me too? But I know 
ye well enough, and remember what I tell ye; do 
not act Hand over Head, and pretend ye had not fair 
Phy ſhown ye Take this for a Warning. 
| | Exit Simo 
Dayus alone.] Why ſeriouſly, poor Davy, tis high. 
time to beſtir thy ſtumps, and to leave off dozing, at. 
leaſt if a body may gueſs at the Old Man's meaning 
by his mumping. If theſe Brains do not help me 
out at a dead Lift, to pot goes Pilgarlick, or his Ma- 
ſter for certain. — T He frudies] And hang me for a 
Dog, if I know which ſide to take, whether to help. 
my young Maſter, -or make fair with his Mong 

5 u 
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ſhou'd I leave the Son, the poor Rogue may han 
himſelf, for ought I know); and if 1 help him, 
dread an old Fox whom the Devil can't out- wit. 
In the firſt place he has certainly ſmelt out his Son's 
haunts, then he ſuſpects and keeps a deadly narrow 
Eye over me, leſt I ſhould play faſt and looſe with 
him in this Buſineſs. If he ſmokes it, I am no Man of 
this World; or if the Toy take him in the Head, 
right or wrong, he will find an Occaſion to have 
me into Lob's Pound in a Trice. —— Beſides all this, 
here is another piece of damn'd Luck, this ſame Gly- 
cerie, (whether Wife or Miſs I can't tell) is undoubt- 
edly with Child by my Maſter ; and troth it is the 
pleaſanteſt thing in the World, to tell their Adven- 
ture; for it ws. 1 more like a Romance than an A- 
mour. What ſoever GOD ſends them, they have 
refoly'd to bring it up. And they have contriv'd to 
ſham the Mother upon the World for a Cizizen of 
Athens. Now ( ſay they) once upon a time there was 
a certain old Man, a Merchant 2 Town, who was 
caft away on the Iſle of Andros: He dying, Chryfis's 
Father did there take this young Orphan caft aſhoar, 
and bring her up. It is all tuff, O' my Conſcience! 
it ſounds like a Lye; but however, the Story takes 
hugely with em. 
[ Myſis appears at Glycerie's Door. ] But hold! 
here comes her Girl My/zs. Il een go to the 


Change, and hunt up my Maſter Pamphilus: his Fa- 
ther elſe will go nigh to ſurprize him before he has 


his Leſſon. [ Exit Davus.. 

As Myſis enters upon the Stage, Archillis comes 

to the Door. X 

Myſ. to Archillis. ] Yes, yes: I underſtand ye, Ar- 
chills, without all this noiſe: You'd have me oc 
for Lesbia by all means. But upon my Word ſhe is 
a true Toper, and a giddy-brain'd Creature, not fit 
to be truſted with a Woman's firſt Labour: But 
however I will bring her. Archillis retires, and 
Myſis turns to her Speclators.] Did n't ye ſee how 


eager 


rather than ſhe. 
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eager this old Trot was to have her come, becauſe _ 
they might fuddle their Noſes together? —— Well! 


Heavens grant my poor Miſtreſs a good Delivery, 
and that Any-body may miſcarry under her Hands 


Enter Pamphilus at a diſtance. 
But what is here to do that Mr. Pamphilus is ſo 
ely diſorder'd ?--—— - It makes me tremble to 
think what ſhou'd be the Matter. There's Miſ- 
chief a brewing, and I'll ſtay a little to ſee what comes 


on't. [ She retires to one fide of the Stage. 


Pam. to himſelf. | Was ever ſuch a thing done or 
thought of yet by Man? Is this the part of a Father? 

Myſ. What Miſchief i'th' Wind now tro? [ Aſide. 

Pam. zo himſelf.) If this be not Severity with a 
witneſs, before GOD and Man there's no ſuch thing 
in Nature. My Father, it ſeems, deſign'd to have 
marry'd me to Day. One wou'd have thought I 
might have known on't before, or at leaſt have had 
ſome Notice of my own Wedding. 

Myf. Alas! What is this I hear? [ Aſide. 

Pam. to himſelf. ] What means this Chremes too, 


who but lately. declar'd againſt the Match ? Has he 


chang'd his own Mind, becauſe he faw I wou'd not 


change mine? Is he ſo reſolutely bent to rend me 


from my deareſt Glycerie? If it comes to that once, 
Pm ruin'd beyond N eise. Was there ever 
ſuch an awkard and unlucky Fellow upon Earth as 
10 Heavens! Is there no way to huffle off 
the Alliance with this Chremes ? How groſly have I 
been abus'd and trampl'd on? All things were agreed 


on, ſign'd and ſeald, of a ſudden I their Caſt- off muſt - 


be brought on again. But why, unleſs there's fome 
damnable Roguery in the bottom ont, which Im 
very ſuſpicious of. Now becauſe this Dowdy lies 
upon her Father's Hands, and No-body elſe will, I. 


„ ( Scornfully.. 
NM I vow theſe Words make my poor Heart go 
Pe ook PER T Afde. 


Pit-a-pat.. - | 
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Pam. 0 himſelf.] But what ſhall I fay of my Fa- 
ther all this while? Alas for him! That he ſhould ſo 
careleſly huddle up a thing of ſo great Conſequence.— 
He told me upon the Change, as he went by me, even 
now, Pamphilus, You are to be marry'd to Day, go 
home preſently, and make your ſelf ready. Which 
ſounded to me as if he fach, Go home preſently, and 
hang your ſelf. It ſtunn'd me ſo that I had not a Word 
to anſwer, nor the leaſt Colour of Excuſe, tho' never 
ſo fooliſh, falſe, or extravagant. In ſhort, I was 
Tongue- ty d. But if Any-body ſhou'd ask me 
now, What wow'd ye have done, ſuppoſmg you had had 
timely Notice owt? Why! ſure 1 wou'd have done 
ſomething not to have done this—But as the Caſe now 
ſtands, where ſhall I begin firſt? ſo many Difficulties 
cumber and diſtract my Soul at once: On this fide 
Love, Pity for that dear Creature, and my being urg'd 
to marry : On that fide the Reverence due to my Fa- 
ther, who has hitherto indulg'd me in all that Heart 
cou'd wiſh; and, ſhall I turn Rebel at laſt ?ﬀ-I'm very 
unhappy, and which ſide to take to I know not. x 

Myſ. coming nearer. ] Alas | How I dread as much 
which fide he'll take to! But now tis abſolutely neceſ- 
fary for him to ſpeak with her, or for me. to tell him 
ſomething about her. For when the Mind is upon the 
Balance, the leaſt thing in the World turns the Scale. 

; ; | [ Aſide. 

Pam. What Voice is that Is it you, Myſis? 
In good Time. | 5 

Myſ. O Mr. Pamphilus, well met. 

Pam. How does your Miſtreſs? | 

Myſ. She Sir! Why ſhe's juſt now in her Labour! 
Then it goes the harder with the poor Creature, be- 
cauſe ſhe hears this is to be your Wedding-day ; but 
worſt of all, for fear you ſhou'd leave her at laſt. 

Fam. Oh hideous! Can I entertain ſuch a Thought? 
Shall I ſuffer an unfortunate Gentlewoman to be ruin'd 
for my Pleaſure, who put her Life and Honour into 
my Hands? One that I have lov'd with the * 
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and Tenderneſs of a Husband ? Shall I expoſe ſo much 
Modeſty and Virtue to the Temptation of ſo ſtrong a 
a Neceſſity? No, no; it muſt never be. 

M/. That is to ſay, if you cou'd help it: but I'm 
afraid you can't ſtand the Brunt of your Father. 

Pam. But can ye think me ſuch a Scoundrel, ſo 
ungrateful, ſo inhumane, nay, and ſo brutal too, that 
neither Friendſhip, Love, nor Honour can make or 
keep me honeſt ? | 

Myf. This 1 can aſſure ye, Sir, you do her grea 
Wrong if you forget her. | 

Pam. Forget her, fay ye? O Myſis, Myſts, 
what Chryſis ſpake to me about her Siſter is to this 
Day engraven on my Heart: She was juſt dying, I re- 2? 
member, when ſhe call'd; I went to her, you among 
you withdrew, we alone, ſhe thus began: Mr. Pam- * 
Philus, Jou fee the Youth and Beauty of this poor Girl; | 
T need t tell ye how little theſe ſigniſie either to the 
Security of her Virtue or Fortune Nom, by-this Hand | 
of yours, and your natural Goodneſs, I beg of ye, I ad- 
jure ye by the Faith you have given this poor Creature, 
and by her ſolitary Condition, to be true to her, and 
never forſake her. you have ever been to me as my | 
own Brother, if you are the Man in the World whom | 
ſhe- ever moſt eſteem d, if ſhe never deny d ye any thing | 
that ſhe cou d grant ye; I now bequeath ye to her for 
4 Husband, a Friend, a Guardian, and Father too: 
J leave ye alſo Maſter of my Fortune, to do with it as 
ye pleaſe. With theſe Words ſhe join'd our Hands, 
and in the very Action dy'd, I receiy'd her, and am 
reſolv'd to keep her. | 

Myſ. Indeed, Sir, I hope fo. 

Pam. But why from your Miſtreſs at this time? 

Myſ. Im going for a Midwife. «| 

Pam. Prithee make haſte then. [She is going off. ] | 
But hark ye, not a Word of the Wedding to her, for | 


fear it ſhou'd make her the worſe. 
MN. I underſtand ye. Exeunt ſeverally. 
4 End of the Firſt Ad. 2 « 


Act 


EE 


Ac IL 


Charine attended by Byrrhie. 


Cha. as they OWe's this, Byrrhie? Ts ſhe to be 
enter marry'd to Mr. Pamphilus to Day? 
Hah ! 

Byr. Neither better nor worſe, 

Cha. How know ye that? 

Byr. J had it of Davus at the Change. of 

Cha. Unlucky Creature that I am! There's ſome 
Life in a Man as long as he lies hovering betwixt 
Hope and Fear, but when he comes todeſpond once, 
he * amain, and his Heart is as heavy as a lump of 
Lead. - 

Byr. For Goodneſs ſake, Sir, be but fo much a 
Philoſopher, as if ye can't have what ye wou'd, con- 
tent your ſelf with what you may. | 

Cha. Nay, there's nothing I wou'd have, but my 
dear Philumena. 5 | 

Byr. Ah, Sir, Were it not much better to try if 
ye can put that Love out of your Head, than to in- 
dulge your Paſſion thus, ſtand blowing of the Coal, 
and to no Purpoſe neither. 

Cha. Tis an eaſier Matter to give Counſel than to 
take it, and if you had my Diſtemper you'd ſay fo. 

Byr. Well, well, Sir! what ye pleaſe for that, 

Enter Pamphilus az a diſtance. 

Cha. But ſtay alittle, I ſee Mr. Pamphilus yonder. 
Since my Life is at ſtake, I'm reſoly'd to make a 
Bolt or a Shaft on't. wi 

Byr. What Whim takes my Maſter now? [| Aſide. 

Cha. Why, I will fo beg and beg of him, and tell 
him ſuch a diſmal Story of my Love, that I fancy he 
may be prevail'd upon to put off the Wedding for two 
or three Days; mean time ſomething may happen. 


— 
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Byr. And that ſomething is juſt nothing at all. 


[ Aſide. 
Cha. What think ye, Byrrhie, had I beſt go to him | 


or no? 


Byr. By all means, Sir, tho' to no other Purpoſe } 
than to make him believe you'll cuckold him, it he 
marries her. 

Cha. Go hang your ſeif, ye ſuſpicious Cur. | 

Pam. coming nearer.) O here is Mr. Chnrine,— | 
Your Cervant, Sir. | 

Cha. Oh, Sir, the very Man I wanted! For 
if You don't keep up my Heart, protect, aſſiſt, and 
adviſe me, Pm undone. | ; 

Pam. Troth, Sir, you've found me but in a ſorry | 
Condition, either to aſſiſt or adviſe ye. But, pray Sir, 
tell me what you'd have. 3 

Cha. Ar'n't you to be marry'd to Day, Sir? 

Pam. Tis ſo reported. ä 

Cha. If ye do, Sir, you've ſeen your laſt of me. 

Pam. Why ſo, Sir? 

Cha. Alas, Sir, I dare not tell ye: Prithee } 
Byrrhie, you tell him. a 

— 8 I will, Sir. | 

am. to Byrrhie] Well, what's the Buſineſs? f 
4 Byr. He's only in Love with your Spouſe, that's 

„Sir. ws | : 

Pam. Truly we ar'n't both of a Mind: But, 
pray be plain with me, Is there no nearer Engage- 

ment between you and her? | 
Cha. Ah, Sir, none at all. 
Pam. O' my Soul, I wiſh there were. : i 
Cha. Now, as you've any Love or Friendſhip for 
me, I do adjure you not to marry her * 
Pam. Sir, I'll do my beſt i th' Caſe. _ 
Cha. But if you can't avoid it, or if the Wed- 
ding be ſo much to your Heart's Deſire, ol 
Pam. My Heart's Deſire ! [ Angrily 3 
Cha. It leaſt put it off a Day or two longe 
that I may get out of the Way. a 
| A 
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Pam. But hear me a little, Mr. Charine: This is 
all to the Tune of, I thank yon for nothing: For II 
aſſure ye, I am more againſt the Match than You 
are for't. ; N 
Cha. That Word has brought me to Life again. 
Pam. Now if there be any thing to be done between 
you and your Man Byrrhie, fall to work upon it; lie, 
contrive ; do but order the Matter ſo that ſhe may be 
= Yours, and let me alone to ſee ſhe ſhall never be Mine. 
Cha. Enough, Sir. 
Pam. ſeeing Davus afar off.] But yonder comes 
Daus, in the lucky Minute, whoſe Advice rely on. 
Cha. to Byrrhie.] Ah, Davus.— but you, Sirrah, 
Zare good for nothing, but to tell me what I ſhall be 
never the better for In ſhort, out of my Sight. 
Byr. With all my Heart, Sir. runs out. 
Enter Davus at à diſtance, looking about him. 
Davy. zo Hhimſelf.] In the Name of Goodneſs! what 
3a World of good News do bring !——But where's 
pur Pam now? for I've that to tell him which will 
e Fid him of his preſent Fears, and make his Heart 
2Jeap in his Belly. 
Cha. There's ſomething pleaſes him, if a body 
new What it were. PER 
Pam. There's nothing in't; the Fellow has n't, the 
8 Gag my Misfortunes. 
v. to himſelf. ] I'll warrant, did he but 
Know he was to be marry'd to Day, | _ 
Cha. D'ye hear him, Sir? Ws, 
Dav. to himſelf. He'd poſt about the Town 
n a pitiful Condition after me But where the 
or Pe'il ſhall I meet with him now? Or where ſhall I 
o to find him? Ea 


Cha. What! not a Word to him? 
ed- Dav. zo himſelf. | Well, Lil be marching. going off. 
| Pam. Soho, Davus ! ſtay. ſs 
Dav. not knowing him.] What Fellow's that inter. 
pts? ¶ turning about | O Lord! my Maſter Pam- 
ils! the Man I look d for —-And Heyday ! here 
18 
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is Mr. Charine too! rarely well met, for I've Buſineſs 
with you both. - 
Pam. Ah Davus ! quite ruin'd! 
Davus interrupting. ] But hear me firſt, 
Pam. I'm a loſt Man. — 
Dav. I know your Grief. HFaſtily. 
Cha. And my Life is at ſtake — 
Dav. turning to Charine. ] That I know too. 
Pam. I'm to be marry'd | 
Dav. As if I did not know that too. [ Angrily. 
Cha. But to Day, Davus. 
Dav. Zookers! You've put me belides my Senſes. 
I know all You're afraid ye ſhou'd marry her, 
ſto Pam. ] and you're afraid ye ſhou'd not. [ to Cha. 
Cha. Thou haſt nick'd it. [together. 
Dav. That very ſame is nothing, by this Light, 


truſt me, Sir. 


Pam. Prithee, good Boy, without any more ado, 
rid me from my Fears. 

Dav. So I will, Sir, in a trice. Imprimis, Mr. 
Chremes parts with no Daughter to Day. 

Pam. How d'ye know that ? 

Dav. I know't well enough, Sir, Your Father 


juſt now took mo aſide, and told me, You muſt be 


marry'd to Day, with a long Story at the tail on't, 
not worth the telling you now: Upon this I ran full 
ſpeed to the Change, to acquaint you with it, where, 
when I found ye not, I gets me up on high, then 
ſtares me round about, but no Pamphilus appears. 
By chance I *ſpy'd Byrrhie, ask'd him if he had ſeen 
but no Tidings yet: This fretted my very Guts. 
o work goes my Noddle, to know what to do. 
Mean while, on my Return, I began to ſmell the whole 
Buſineſs out : 4h, ha ! there's not a bit extraordinar 
for a Treat, the Old Man out of Tune too: A 2 | 
ding clapt up in a trice! Theſe things don't hang 
well together. | | 
Pam, Well, what of all this ? 


Dav, 


| 


; 
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Dav. Away march'd I to Neighbour Chremes's ; 
when I got there, not a Creature ſtirring before the 


Door did I ſee, which made me laugh in my fleeve. 
Cha. That's well. 


Pam. On with your Story. 
Dav. There ſtaid I ſome time, but the De'il a Per- 
fon ſaw I going out or in; never an old Gouvernante; 


nor the leaſt Preparation or Hurry in all the Houſe, 


Pam. J grant this a good Sign. 

Dav. Does this look like a Wedding? 

Pam. Indeed, Davas, I think not. 

Dav. Marry come up with your thinknots. Ye 
know nothing I ſee: Why, *tis as plain as a Pack- _ 
Staff. As I was beating the Hoof homeward, who 
ſhou'd I meet but Mr. Chremes's Boy, coming from 
the Market with a Bunch of Herbs, and three ha'perth 
of little Fiſhes, for the Old Man's Supper. 

Cha. God-a-mercy Davus. This Day haſt thou ſet 
me upon my Legs again, 

Dav. What a plaguy Miſtake you lie under! 

Cha. Why ſo? Your Maſter is not like to have her. 

Dav. Well done Logick! As if there were never 
another Man in the World, but your Worſhip and my 
Maſter. If ye don't look about ye, make Friends to 
the old Gentleman, and ply the Lad y briskly, ye may 
{nap ſhort for all that tho'. | 

Cha. Your Counſel's good, Þ'll follow it. Tho- 
in troth my Hopes have often jilted me, and ſo 


farewel, [Exit Charine. 
Pam. Prithee Davus, what does my Father pro- 


poſe to himſelf? What makes him double thus ? 4 
Dav. Tl tell ye, Sir. If he ſhou'd take pet now 
that Mr. Chremes won't part with his Daughter, he 
cou'd not but blame himſelf for it, and right enough 
too, till he finds how you ſtand aſſected to the Wed- 
Sg. But if it goes off on your fide, the Blame will 
— Four Door ; and there will be the Devil to 
en 


Pam. What! Shall 1 truckle ? 


Dav. 
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Dav. Why, Sir, he's your Father, and you'll have 
a hard Task on't, Beſides your Miſtreſs has No-body 
to ſtand by her; upon the leaſt Occaſion he'll quickly 
make the bp too hot for her. 

Pam. Too hot for her! Angrily and ſcornfully. 

Dav. In the turning of a 1 je 1 a 

Pam. Prithee, honeſt Daus, what ſhall I do in 
this Caſe ? 

Dav. Why cen tell him you'll have her. 

Pam. Oh! 

Dav. Why that Sigh now ? 

Pam. What tell him a thing ſo far from my Heart? 

Dav. Why not, I pray? 

Pam. O Davus, never, never 

Dav. Never deny it, Man. 

Pam. Don't put me upon't. 

Dav. Conſider well what will come on't. 

Pam. Yes, that *twill put.me out with the one, 
and in with the other. 

Dav. No, no, you're wide. — Now I fancy that 
your Father will fay ſome {ſuch thing as this. Come 
Son, I muſt needs have ye marry to Day : With all my 
Heart, ſay you - Well: And what can he quarrel at 
now ? This will ruin all his Deſigns, ard you in a 
whole Skin all this while. For tis as certain as Cer- 
tainty it ſelf, that Mr. Chremes won't give ye his 
Daughter. So that you need not break a jot of your 
oven Meaſures for fear of his altering his Mind. Do 
but tell your Father you'll Marry, and let him be an- 
gry if he can. As for your flattering your ſelf, that 
No-body elſe will part with his Daughter to one in 
your Circumſtances : Til anſwer that in a word, Your 
Father will tie a Beggar-wench upon your Back, ra- 
ther than let ye whore at this rate—Look ye, if 
he find ye once indifferent, he'll ſleep over it, and 
find ye out another-—-No body knows when: In the 
mean time ſomething may happen on our ſide. 
Pam. Think ye ſo? 

Dav. No doubt on't, I'll warrant ye. 
Pam. Have a Care where thou me. Dav. i 
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Dav. What, will ye ne'er ha' done? 
Pam. Well, Ill fay as you'd ha' me: But you muſt 
take ſpecial Care it don't come to my Father's Ear 
that I've a Child, and that I'm in for a Maintenance, 

Dav. O confident Devil! 

Pam. Why, ſhe bound me upon my Oath to take 
Care on't, as a Token I wou'd ne'er forſake her. 

Dav. Well, we'll take Care on't. 

Enter Simo at a great diſtance. 
Yonder comes your Father, put on your tother Face, 
uick. 
I Sim. to himſelf.) Theſe Blades are egen 
Notes; I've a mind to ſee what they d be at. 

Dav. The good old Man takes it for granted, that 
you'll refuſe to marry. He comes ſo cogitabund 
from ſome by-corner or another, he queſtions not 
but he has that in his Head which will put ye to a 
confounded Nouplus. Be ſure to have all your 
Brains about ye 

Pam. VII do what I can, Daves. 

VDav. Come, Sir, tell him but you”ll marry her, and 


if ever he opens his Mouth to ye again upon that 
Buſineſs, never beleve Davus. 


Enter Byrrhie at another part of the Stage, 
watching them. 

Byr. to himſelf.] This Maſter o mine has diſcharg'd 
me a While from all other Services, to make me a 
Spy upon Mr. Pamphilus's Deſigns about this Wed- 
ding: For this Purpoſe have I dogg'd Father Grey- 
beard upon the Heel. O here they are all toge- 
ther. Faith, I'll play at Bo-peep here. 

[ Withdraws to one ſide of the Stage. 

Sim. com. neurer.] O here are the Gentlemen I want. 

Dav. S't! mind your Cue. 

Sim. Pamphilus ! 


Dav. fofely.} Turn quick, as though you i lad n not: 


ſcen him. 


Pam. turning haſtily about.] Hah, my dear Father! | 
Dav. Excellent i Faith. * [ Aſide to Pamphilus. 


Sum. 


" 
4 - i= ana. 
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Sim. I muſt ha' ye marry to Day, as J told ye. 

Byr. Now I'm plaguily afraid whether his Anſwer 
will be for us. [Alde. 

Pam. Sir, I ſhall be ready to obey ye in this and all 


other Commands. 


Byr. Say ye ſo! | [ Afede. 
Dav. The old Man's Mouth is ſtopt. {| Aide. 
Byr. What anſwer'd he? [ Aſide. 


Sim. Why this is like a Son, when ye cheerfully 


dao as your Father wou'd ha' ye. 


Dav. Will ye believe me another time? [¶AAſide. 

| to Pamphilus. 

Byr. For ought I perceive my poor Maſter may go 
whiſtle for a Wife. [ Aſede. 

Sim. Go in, Pamphilus, that you may be at hand 
when you're wanted. 

Pam, I'm going, Sir. [Exit, Pamphilus. 

Byr. coming from his Covert. ] Is there no Faith in 


Man? Well, I find the old Saying ſtands good, Every 


Man for his own Ends : 1 remember, once I had a 
glimpſe of this Laſs; Sbobs, a charming Creature! 
and Mr. Pamphilus is !th' right on't, if he had ra- 
ther lie by ſuch a one himſelf, than my Maſter ſhou'd: 
PI! go tell him all; *tis but venturing a few 
hard Words for a little hard News. Exit. Byr. 
Dav. Now this old Mumpſimus concludes I've got 
ſome notable Intrigue in my Budget, and that I plan- 


ted my felf here upon the ſame account. [ Aſide. 


Sim. What ſays Davus to the World? 

Dav. There's no News ſtirring, Sir. F 

Sim. None ſay ye? [ agrily, 7 

Dav. None at all, Sir. N | 

Sim. Truly but I look'd for ſomething tho. 

Dav. He has loſt his Aim I perceive, and that net- 
tles him too. i 

Sim. Sirrah, can ye ſpeak without a Lie in your 
Mouth ? 

Dau. Moſt fluently, Sir. | 

Sim. Come, does not this Match tick in my Son's | 
. 1 | . Stomach, 
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Stomach, becauſe of his Amours with the Stranger? 

Dav. Why truly, Sir, no ;—-or were it ſo, that Un- 
eaſineſs wou'd off in a Day or two's time, (D'ye under- 
ſtand me, Sir?) then all wou'd be well again: But now 
he has fairly taken the Point by the right Handle. 

Sim. 1 commend him for't. 

Dav. Indeed when you wink'd at it, and his A 
bore him out in't, he did wench a little; but then be 
did it ſecretly, and, like a Man of Honour, took Care 
it ſhou'd be no blot in his Eſcotcheon. Now 
tis time to look out for a Wife, he has his Thoughts 
wholly upon Matrimony. 

Sim. Methought he lookt a little downiſh upon it 
though. | of 

Dav. Not at all for that, but there's ſomething elſe 
he did n't take ſo well at your Hands. 

Sim. What's that pray? 

Dav. A meer Trifle, Sir. 

Sim. What is't for a Trifle? 

Dav. Nay, nothing at all to ſpeak on. 

Sim. Well, well, I muſt know what it is. 

Dav. He ſays, You're too ſparing of your Purſe, 

Sim. Who, I? [ Angrily, 

Dav. Yes, You Sir. For, ſays he, my Father 
has laid out but Ten Groats for a Supper, and is that 
to be my Wedding-Treat, forſooth? Which of my Com- 
panions can I invite at ſuch a time as this? And 
under the Roſe, Sir, I think you're a little cloſe- fiſted; 
I cou'd wiſh it were otherwiſe. | | 

Sim, Leave your Pruning, Sirrah. * 

Dav. I've ſtung him I ſee. Ale. 

Sim. Let me alone to ſee that all be well. 

[Exit Davus. 

Sim. alone.] What's the meaning of all this ?—-— 
What wou'd this old Hocus be at ?———If there be 
any piece of Roguery here on foot, I'll lay my Life 
he is chief Actor in't. [Exit after him. 


The End of the Second Ack. | 
| D 2 ACT 


FL. 
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SESFAFADFSCICADCAGIGS 


Ac II. 


Enter Myſis and Lesbia on one part of the 
Stage ; on another Simo and Davus ob- 
ſerving them. 

Ay/. © Es Lesbia, you're much !tÞy right on't. 

| A faithful Lover is a very great Rarity. 
Sim. This Maid belongs to the Andrian: 


What fay you to't? 


Dav. Ves, Sir. 
My/, to Lesbia.] But this Mr. Pamphilus 
Sim. What ſays ſhe? | 
MV,. Has ſign'd and ſeal'd over again, — 
Sim. So, ſo! 
Dav. Wou'd the old Man's Ears were ſtopt, or her 
Tongue out for me. | 
/ For whate'er God ſends her, he has or 
der'd to be brought up. 
Sim. Confuſion! what do I hear! if what ſhe 
Nys be true, albs paſt Recovery. 
Leſ. A ſweet-natur'd young Gentleman, I'll war- 
rant ye. 
Le. Oh, a moſt ſweet- natur d 


But come a- 


Bng, for you'll be too late elſe. 


Leſ. well, let's in then. Exit. Myſis and Lesbia. 

Dav. How ſhall we recover our ſelves out of this 
Relapſe? Aſide. 

Sim, walking aſide.] What means all this ?—--— 
Is my Son ſo mad then, and for a Stranger too? 
But hold! now 1 fee which way the Hare goes 
That I cow'd n't find it before, like a ſenſleſs Sot as 


I was. [ Softly. 


' Dav. partly overbearing.) What's that he has found 

out, ſays he? M4 3 Cn | 
Sim. Oh! here begins the Rogues Tricks; they 
n 5 8 pre- 
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pretend a great Belly among em, to beat off Mr. 


Chremes from the Match. [ 4Ajide. 
Glycerie within. ] Oh !—-—Oh!—-—Felp, kind 


Heavens, and free me from my Pains, 1 beſeech ye. 
CO — 

Sim. ſoſtly.] Ha, ha, ha, ſo nimble! A very 
good Jeſt! After ſhe heard of my being at the Door, 
ſhe preſently falls in Labour forlooth.-—-Your Farce 
wan't well tim'd, Mr. Rogue. (ro Dav. 

Dav. Meaning me, Sir? 

Sim. Ah Sirrah, were your Actors out in their 
Parts? 

Dav. I don't underſtand you, Sir, in the leaſt. 

Sim. If this Raſcal had ſer vd me ſo in a real 
Wedding, here vrou'd ha' been fine Work with a 
Vengeance; but now, he makes a Rod tor his own 
Back: For my part, I'm fate enough. | 

Enter Lesbia from Glycerie's Houſe, not ſeeing 
Simo and Davus. 

Leſ. zo Archillis at the Door.] For what is paſt, 
Archillis, and for a Woman in her Condition, every 
thing is as well as a-body cou'd wiſh: In the firſt 
place, let her be well bath'd, and then let her take 
the Doſe I preſcrib'd her to drink, and juſt the Quan- 
tity ; I ſhall be back again in a minute. [ Ar- 
chillis retires, Lesbia ſpeaks to her ſelf. | Heart ot my 
Body! Pamphilus has got a very pretty Boy; I hope 
in Heaven he will live to make as good a Manas his 
| Father, who lcorn'd to wrong this innocent Creature, 

| | [Rx Lesbia. 

Sim. What Man alive that knew thee, wou'd n't 
{wear that this was one of thy Rogues Tricks ? 

Dav. What Rogues Tricks, Sir? 

Sim. Within Doors there were no Orders given 
about the Big-belly'd Woman; but when ſhe. was 
once out, ſhe ſets up a bawling in the Streets. to 
thoſe within, that the whole Town might ring 
ont. Why Davus, am I to be made a Proper- 
ty? or what doſt thou ſee in my Face, to think of 

| F 3  mak- 
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making ſo palpable an Aſs of me? If it had been 
more artificial, it wou'd ha' look'd like ſomewhat of 
Reverence for me, if I ſhou'd have found it out. 

Dav. Faith, the old Fool cheats himſelf, not I. ¶ Aſide. 

Sim. Did n't 1 charge ye ſtrickly? Nay, did n't I 
threaten ye too? But what card you? *T was all but ſo 
much Breath loſt. Can ye think me ſo mad as to 
believe this Woman's brought to Bed? 

 Dav. Oh, have 1 found out his blind fide! I know 
my Cue then, [ Aſide. 

Sim. Have ye never a Tongue in your Head,Sirrah ? 

Dav. Why, what wou'd ye believe? As if you 
had n't an Item of this before-hand. 

Sim, Who ſhou'd give me an Item ? 
| Dav. Strange! Did you find out this Impoſture, 
and your {elf too. [ Zeeringly, 

Sim. Very fine! T am laughb'd at. : 

Dav. I'm {ſure *twas told ye, Sir: How ſhou'd ye 
ſuſpect it clic? 

Him. How? cauſe I know thee for a Rogue. 

Dav. As much as to ſay I was the Contriver on't. 

Sim, Nothing fo certain. 1 know't. | | 

Dav. Sir, you're mightily miſtaken in your Man, 

Sim, Miſtaken in my Man! 

Dav. For if I go about to ſpeak a Word, you pre- 
ſently th nk that I put upon ye. 

Sim. Belike I lye then. | 

Dav. Troth, at this rate I dare ſcarce move my 
Lips to ye. | 

Sim. This I'm certain of, that there has been no 
Belly laid her. 

Div. Are ye very certain oft? Yet for all that, 
you'll have a Child laid at your Door before you're 
aware on't. This, Sir, will certainly be, and re- 
member that I told ye on't now, that if there ſhou'd 


happen any Roguery i'th' Caſe, it might n't be laid 
to Davuss charge. I wou'd fain have ye believe 


better things of Davus. : : 
Sim, But how d'ye know they'll trick a Child 
upon us? : Dav. 
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Dav. I heard it, and believe it too. And there are 
a thouſand Circumſtances which makes me be of that 
mind. For, firſt, the Gentlewoman eryd ſhe was 
with Child by your Son, which is found to be a meer 
ſham. As ſoon as ſhe heard of a Wedding on foot, 
her Maid forſooth is poſted away preſently for the 
Midwife, and for a Child over and above. But if it 
chance that you ſhou'd n't ſee the Child at your Door, 
the Wedding may go on for all this. 

Sim. How's this ?—As ſoon as ye heard of theſe 
Plots, pray why cou'd n't Pamphilus have been ac- 
quainted with all ? 

Dav. And who waſt d'ye think but I that parted 
them? For the whole Town knew that he was up 
to the Ears in Love. Now he has his Mind upon 
a Wife. As for the Buſineſs of the Child, let me a- 
lone with that. Go on with the Wedding as you've 
begun, Heavens proſper it, I ſay. 

Sim. Very well! Now ye may go in, and 
wait there til! I come, and get ready what's want- 
ing. [ Exit, Davus. 
Simo alone.] This Fellow was n't very urgent up- 
on me to believe his Stories; and may be all he ſaid 
was n't true neither. Be it ſo or no, I care not a 
Straw: the main thing I ſtand upon is my Son's 
Promiſe — Well, Pll go ſee for my Neighbour 
Chremes, and beg his Daughter; then if J get her, 
Pl! have a Wedding to Day in ipight of their Teeths, 
I don't queſtion my Son's Promiſe at all. If he 
draws back, I can fairly force him to't now—— 

5 Enter Chremes. | 
Here comes the Man in as good time as a body cou'd 
wiſh. A good Day to ye Neighbour Chremes. 

Chr. O Sir, you're the Man I look'd for. 

Sim. And I you. 2 

Chr. You're well met, Sir there are thoſe 
who told me they heard from your own Mouth; 
that this Day your Son and my Daughter were to 
be marry'd. Now I'm come to ſee whether you 
or they are well in their Witss  D4 Sim! 
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Sim. Have a little Patience, and you'll hear my 
Deſires, and an Anſwer to your Queſtion too. 

Chr. Well Neighbour, let's hear it then, 

Sim. ] beg of ye for Heaven's ſake, by our Friend- 
ſhip, begun with our Childhood, and increas'd with 
our Years: By your dear Daughter, and my only 
Son ( whoſe Welfare depends wholly upon you) to 
aſſiſt me in this weighty Point, and let the Match 
{till go on, as we formerly delign'd. Wo, 

Chr. Pray, Sir, no ſuch Entreaties : As though I 
cou'd n't grant it without all this begging. D'ye 
think I am not the fame Man as when I made the 
firſt ofter ? If the Match be for their goods, let them 
be ſent for out of hand. But if more harm than 
good be like to come on't, I'd have ye conſider 
Matters impartially, as tho' ſhe were your Daughter, 
and Pamphilus my Son. | 

Sim. It is upon ſuch Conditions that I deſire it, 
and preſs it ſo forward. Nor ſhou'd I have been fo 
urgent, had not the Matter requir'd it. 

Chr. As how, I beſeech ye? 

Sim. O Sir, my Son and his Miſtreſs are fallen out. 

Chr. Meer Tales! 

Sim. Believe me, Neighour, it is true. | 

Chr. Yes Faith, juſt as I tell ye, Love is 4 meen 
Caterwawl, where Scratching begets Kiſſng. 

Sim. Say ye fo, Sir, pray then let us prevent the 
worſt now we have fair Opportunity, whilſt the 
edge of his Appetite is taken off by Affronts and II- 
| uſage. Let us give him a Wife before theſe wheed- 
ling Qreans, by their Tricks and falſe Tears, ſoften 
his Love-ſick Mind to pity. I hope, Sir, When he 
is once reclaim'd by the pleaſant Converiation of a 
virtuous Wife he will eaſily wind himſelf out of 
theſe Miſchiefs. 3 
. Chr. You are of this Opinion, but I am not; they 
will never endure to be together, and I ſhall be as 
uneaſie under it, | WOES | 

Sim. But how can ye know it, till you have ex- 
Ferien d it. Cl, 
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Chr. Tis ill buying Experience at the Expence of 
my Daughter. 

Sim. Why, when the worſt comes to the worſt, 
if ſuch a thing ſhou'd happen (wh ch Heavens for- 
bid) they can but part. But ſhou'd he once take up 
and mend, conſider how many Advantages will hap- 
pen. Firſt, I ſhall have my Son well ſettled, you an 
N Son- in- Law, and your Daughter a good Hus- 

and. | 

Chr. What's all this ado for? If you're fully per- 
ſwaded that all will prove for the beſt, GOD torbid 
I ſhou'd be your hindrance in the leaſt. 

Sim, Indeed, Sir, I have always had a high Eſteem 
for ye. 

Chr. But to the Purpoſe. 

Sim, Well, Sir. | 

Chr. How come ye to know that your Son and 
his Miſtreſs are fallen out ? | 

Sim. Why Sir, Davus, a Privy-Councellor of 
theirs, tod me ſo, and withal urg'd me to ſtrike up 
the Match with all ſpeed. And d'ye think he wou'd. 
ha' don't, had n't he known my Son was willing 
too?—— Now I think on't, you ſhall hear it from 
his own Mouth. to Servants within | Soho! 
within there, bid Davus come hither, 

Enter Davus to them, 

But fee here he comes himlſe!f. 

Dav. to Sim.) I was juſt coming to you, Sir. 

Sim. Well, what's the Matter? 

Dav. Why don't ye ſend for the Bride, Sir? it 


grows late. [ Fawningly. 
Sim. to Chremes.] Look ye there now, d'ye hear 
him? ' to Davus.] Well, Davus, Servants are 


{lippery , and I had a fancy once that you were as 
likely to ſerve your Maſter a {lippery Trick as ano- 
ther body, eſpecially in the Caſe of my Son's Amours. 

Dav. Lord, Sir! I do ſuch a thing! 

Sim. I was once of that Opinion; and for fear of 
the worſt, kept ſomething to my ſelf which now III 
diſcover to. ye. | | Dav.. 
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Dav. And what may that be, I pray Sir? 
Sim. I'll tell ye, for 1 cou'd now find in my Heart 
to truſt thee. 9 8 
Dav, I hope your ſatisfy'd in my Fidelity at laſt. 
Sim. In ſhort, there was nothing of Marriage i'th 
CR: ; 
Dav. How, Sir, no Marriage? | 
Sim. No, no, tw¾as but a Contrivance to feel your 
Pulſe. 
Dav. Will ye tell me ſo? 
Sim. Ev'n juſt fo, Davus. 
Dav. Why, look ye Sir, I cou'd never comprehend 
this. Bleſs me! there's a damn'd reach in't. ¶ Feering. 
Sim. But hear me now. No ſooner had I 
ſent you in, whom ſhou'd I meet but my Neighbour 
here in the very nick. | 
Dav. S'death, is't come to this then? [Soft. 
im. I] up and told him what you told me. 
Dav. /oftly.] Confuſion! What's this I hear. 
Sim. ——— l begg'd his Daughter, and with much 
ado prevaibd. 
Dav. Undone, undone! | [ Softly, 
Sim. partly hearing.) How! What ſay ye? 
Da. I faid 'twas excellently well done. 

Sim, As for Mr. Chremes, he's ready. 
Chr. Well, I'll juſt ſtep home, and put all things 
in order; then T'll come back, and tell ye more of 
my Mind. | Exit Chremes. 
Davus lools ſemply _ Simo. 
ziim. Now, prithee Daus, ſeeing this is a Match 
wholly of thy making 


[ Aſide. 

Sim. —— I'd ha' ye take my Son in hand, and help 
to reclaim him. 
Dav. Yes Sir, I'll do my beſt. [Coldly.. 
Sim. That's eaſily done now he's upo' the peeviſh Pin. 
Dav. Well, Sir, {et your Heart at reſt, 
sim. Do't then; but where's he now? 
Feed 4 _ Dav, 


Dav. "Twas wholly of my making with a Pox to't. } 
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Dav. Ten to one he's at home. | 

Sim. Well, I'll ſtep in, and tell him juſt what I 
told you. [[ Exit Simo. 

Davus alone.] So! I ſtall be hang'd. I've no 
more to do, but ſtrait to Priſon goes poor Davus 
with a Vengeance, there's no crying Peccavi i th 
Caſe. I've turn d all Topſey-turvey, impos d upon 
the old Man, noos'd his Son into Matrimony, and 
brought a Buſineſs about, that the one never dreamt 
of, and the other was afraid of. This tis to be 
ſuper-ſubtle! Had I fat ſtill, and not been tampering, 
all had been well enough. x 

Enter Nn at a diſtance. | 

But look now (as my evil Genius wou'd ha't) yon- 
der he comes. I'm a loft Man already. What 
wou'd I give for a convenient Precipice to daſh my 
Brains out ? 

Pam. to himſelf. ] Where's the Villain that has un- 
done me ? 

Dav. Heavens! What will become of me? [ Ajide. 

Pam. to himſelf. ] I muſt confeſs I'm well enough 
ſerv'd, like a ſenſleſs ſhort-fighted Fop as I was. 
What, venture my Life and Soul to the Secrecy of a 
prating Fool! I ſhall pay dear for being a Block head ; 

ut as I live that Dog ſhan't carry it off ſo. 

Dav. If I *fcape hanging this bout, I'll be ſworn 
the Gallows will never have me. [ Aſrde. 

Pam. zo himſelf.] What Excuſe ſhall J pretend to 
my Father? Shall I break off, when but juſt now I 
engag'd my ſelf to marry, — With what Face ſhall I 

e to offer it? I'm at a wretched Noaplus. 

Dav. liſtning. ] And ſo am I, in good Faith, tho 
my Wits are on the Tenterhooks, yet I muſt pretend 
I've that in my Head will fetch him off again; though 
'twere only to put off this plaguy Buſineſs a littte 
* [ A/tde, 

am. ſeeing Davus.] Hah! Are ye there? 
Dav. S death, he ſees me. Sof, hanging his Head. 
Pam, Pray come hither, good Mr. Rogue 2 ö 
| xcuſe 
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Excuſe now ?——Don't ye ſee you Raſcal, what a 
miferable Condition your damn'd Contrivances have 
brought me into. | [ Angrily, 

Dav. But I'll ſoon bring ye off again, 

am. You bring me oft again ! 

Dav. Yes Sir, without doubt. | 

Pam, Without doubt, as ye did before. [Scornfully 

Dav. I hope, Sir, a little better too. 
Pam. How can I credit ſuch a Villain? Can you 
ſet a Matter entirely loſt and deſperate to rights a- 
gain? Very fine ! what a rare Fellow have I 


rely'd upon, who this Day amidſt a Calm has rais'd 


a Storm, and forc'd an odious Match upon me in ſpite 
of my Teeth ? - Didn't I tell you how 'twou'd 
be, you Raſcal ? 

Dav. You did ſo, Sir. | 

Pam. What d'ye deſerve for your Pains ? 

Dv. A Halter, I muſt confeſs. But, pray Sir 
reprieve me, till I've recover'd my Senſes a little. I'll 
ſoon ſee what's to be done i'th' Caſe. 

Pam. I'm ſorry I have not time to give you your 
Due. I have ſcarce enough to look to my ſelf, much 
leſs to puniſh you. [ Exeunt Aimbo. 


The End of the Third Act. 


AASIISSIS, SOS AALAALEDS 


e 
Enter Charine by himſelf 


ID ever any-body believe, or but read of Peo- 
pie ſo horribly baſe, as to take Pleaſure in the 
Miſeries of others, and out of their Ruins to make 
their own Fortunes ?— Ah! is this true or no? 


Yes, yes! 'tis true with a Vengeance. There are a 
brutal ſort of Men, that make ſome Scruple of a 
downright Refuſal, but when the time of Perfor- 
| mance 


— 
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mance comes, they pluck the Mask aſide with trem- 
bling Hands, forc d to diſcover what they are, and 
give a flat Denial; then being paſt all ſname, they 
cry, Pray who are you, Sir? What are you to me, 
Sir? Shall I reſign my Miſtreſs to you, Sir? Oh Sir, 
Id have ye know Charity always begins at home. If 
ye charge them with breach of Honour, they arenot 
aſtam'd; they can bluſh when there is no reaſon 
for it, but when there is, they ſhake Hands with 
their Modeſty. What Meafures ſhall I take 
Shall I go to him and reaſon the Caſe with him for 
this Aflront? PII give him ill Language enough. 
Hold Sir (may ſome ſay) yon will be never the bet- 
ter for it. Oh, much: I ſhall certainly plague 
him to ſome Purpoſe, and ſo eaſe my Mind a little 
that way. 

He goes towards Simo's Door, where he is met 

by Pamphilus and Davus. ; 

Pam. Ah dear Sir, I have moſt inconſiderately ruin- 
ed you and my {elf too, except Heaven help us. 

Cha. How | inconſiderately d'ye call it? then ye 
are not to ſeek for an Excuſe, You're a fine Man of 
your Word indeed. [ Srornfully 
Pam. How fo, Sir? 

Cha. D'ye think to catch me a ſecond time with 
your Flams ? | 

Pam. What d'ye mean, Sir ? . 

Cha. I no ſooner told ye of my Paſſion for Madam 
Philumena, but you were ſtrangely ſmitten with 
her. What a Wretch was I, to judge of another's 
Generoſity by my own! 

Pam. You are ſtill under a Miſtake, Sir. _ 

Cha. Were not your Joys compleat enough before 
without bubbling me the poor Cully, and drilling me 


on with phantaſtick Hopes. But there, take her 
for me. [/ er y AN grilye.. 448 


Pam. I take her! 
what Troubles I le under, and to what a miſerable 


Ah Sir, you can't conceive © 


pals this Raſcal . of mine has brought me by his | 
damn'd Projects. Cha. 
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Cha. Where's the Wonder, ſince he took you for 
ki s Pattern? | | 

Pam. I'm ſure ye wou'd n't talk at this rate, if ye 
knew either me or my Circumſtances, 

Cha. jeeringly.] Yes, yes: I know very well ſome 
Words have paſt between your Father and you, and 
that's the Reaſon he is ſo very angry with ye; yet he 
cou'd n't force, ye to marry to Day. | 

Pam. Nay, Sir, to let ye ſee how little ye know 
my Trouble, there was no Wedding to be to Day, 
nor any thing of a Wife deſign'd for me. 
> Cha. Yes Sir, I know 'twas a voluntary Compul- 

ON = —— 

Pam. But hold Sir, ye don't know the Buſineſs yet. 
; _ Yes, ſo much on't, that you're juſt upon hav- 
ing her. 

Pans, Why d' ye rack me thus? Do but hear-—-He 
never gave over tampering with me to tell my Father 
I'd marry her: Nay, he lay preſſing and begging o 
me, till in plain-dealing I cou d hold out no longer, 

Cha. What He d'ye mean? | 

Pam. Why Davus, that He, 

Cha. Who, Davis! 

Pam. Tis Davus all over, 

Cha. How ſo? 

Pam. Indeed I can't tell, unleſs the angry Gods, 
to puniſh me, made me give ear to that Raſcal, 

Cha. to Dav.] Is this true, Sirrah ? 

Dav. Ay, too true. Be 

Cha. What ſay ye, Villain, hah! The Gal- 
lows reward ye for't. Now aniwer me; if all 


the Devils in Hell were muſter'd together, to force a 
Match upon him, what Advice cou'd they have given 


more proper to their Deſign than this? 
Duav. I confeſs, Sir, J have been a little outwitted, 
but yet I don't deſpair. 
Cha. Very likely. | [Zeermgly. 
Dav. The laſt Nail wou'd not go, but we'll drive 
one that ſhall, unleſs yo fancy a bad Beginning always 
m kes a bad End, Pam. 


* 


J 
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pam. to Dav.] Right, Boy; I know if you'll but 
ſet your Wits to work, you'll bring me two Wed- 
dings out of one. JFeeringly. 

Hav. Sir, I'm bound, as your Servant, to trudge or 
ye Night and Day, with Might and Main, even to 
venture my Neck, as long as I can do you any good: 
For what happens croſs you ought to pardon, Tho 
my Meaſures were broke, yet 1 did my beſt; if you 
can find how to do better, I'll be gone. 

Pam. With all my Heart, — but firſt put me in 
the Conditions you found me. 

Dav. 11! do't, Sir. 

Pam. But out of hand then. | 

Dav. Hold, S': Glycerie's Door opens there, 

Pam. What's that to the Purpoſe? 

Dav. There muſt I make my Plot. 

Pam. What, is your Plot to ſeek? Hah! 

Dav. But now adad I've hit on't. | 

Enter Myſis from Glycerie's Houſe. 

My. to Glycerie within. ] Well, this ſame Pam- 
philus of yours, I'll go hunt him up, and bring him 
along with me, if he be above Ground: But, my 
Dear, don't you lie fretting your ſelf in the mean 
time. [ She comes from the Door. 

Pam. Oh Myſis! 

My/. What's the matter? (turning about) O Mr. 
Pamphilus, you're well met. 

Pam. Why, what's the matter? 

My. I am to charge you from my Miſtreſs, that 
if you have any Love for her, you'd come to her 
preſently ; ſhe ſays ſhe longs ſtrangely to ſee ye. | 

Pam. Alas, unhappy Man! —-——My Mistortunes 
come one upon the Neck of another [to Davus.] 
Muſt we two now be plagu'd upon your Account? 
I'm ſent for only becauſe ſhe heard of the Wedding. 

Cha. pointing to Dav.] Had n't this Gentleman been 
tampering, how well and quiet might all have been ? 

Dav. Very well! he is n't enough himſelf, 
but you myſt make him worle, [ Aſide to Charine. 

Myſ. 


@® -- 
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.Myſ. to Pamph.] And truly, Sir, that's it which 
makes my poor Miſtreſs take on ſo. 

Pam. Myſis! I ſwear to thee, by all that's Sacred, 
I'll never leave this Creature, tho'I ſhou'd loſe all the 
Friends I have in the whole World for't: Tis ſhe I 
wiſh'd for, and my Wiſhes are granted; our Humours 
are well enough tuited. He that offers to divide us, 
I'll have nothing to do with him: Death, and nothing 
but Death ſhall do't. 

M/. I'm reviv'd again. 

Pam. The Oracle never pronounc'da greater Truth. 
If the breaking off this Match cou'd be done by 
any-body elſe but me, I ſhou'd be glad on't; but if 
that can't be, I'll e en make a bold Puſh on't, and own 
the thing. What think ye of me? e Cha, 

Cha. Juſt as deep in the Dirt as I am in the Mire. 

Dav. My Brains are at work. 

Cha. to Dav.] Thou'rt a bold Trojan. 

Pam. to Dav.] I know what ye d be at. | Zeeringly. 

Dav. Depend on me, I'If do your Buſineis to your 
hand. Pam. It muſt be preſently then. 

Dav. I have it in my Head, Sir, I have it. 

Cha. What's that, I prithee ? 

Dav. Your Pardon, Sir, I'm working for my Ma- 
ſter, not for you; therefore don't miſtake me. 

Cha. Well, I'm fatisfy'd. 

Pam. Well, what will you do now? 

Dav. Come, come, I want Time for my Buſineſs, 
and muſt not ſpend it in prating : To deal plainly 
with ye, You do but hinder me, I had rather have 
your Room than your Company. [Puſhing them. 

Pam. Well, I'll tomy Miſtreſs. [Exiz Pamphilus. 

Dav. ffaring on Charine ] Well, what's your Buſi- 
neſs here? Which way are you ſauntring? 

Cha. Shall I tell ye very Truth? 

Dav. interrupting him.] Yes, yes; why not? — 
we ſhall have a Speech on't. | R 

Cha. Prithee, what ſþall poor I do? bt 

Dav. Very pleaſant: i'faith! Are not ye _ | 

| | | that 
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that I have put off the Wedding, and repriev'd ye for 
one ſhort. Day? 
Cha. But yet, Davus. [ Shaking his Head. 
Dav. interrupting.] What but — f 
Cha. That I may but marry 
Dav. A pleaſant Freak? „ 
3 Cha. Order the Matter fo, that you may come to 
my Houſe there, if poſſible, | Pointing to his Houſe, 
Dav. What ſhou'd I come for? I've no Buſineſs. 
Cha. But if ſomething ſhou'd happen 
Dav. interrupting. ] Well, well, Pl! come. 
Cha. If there be any Occaſion, I ſhall be at home: 
[ Extt Chari ine, 
Dav. Myſis, I muſt go out a little 3 do but you 
ſtay till I come back. 
My. What for? 
Dav. For a certain Reaſon that I know, 
Myſ. Prithee be quick then. 
Dav. Il be here in a trice. E xit Davus; 
Myfis alone.] Is there nothing in this World that 
a Man can call his own? Bleſſed Heaven! I 
took this Mr. Pamphilus to be the very Heart and 
Soul of my Miſtreſs, a Friend, a Lover, and in effect 
a Husband, and all in one, and ready to ferve her upon 
all Occaſions; and yet, after all, what Miſeries does 
this unfortunate Woman endure for his ſake? And 
how much greater is her preſent Trouble than all her 
former Satisfaction! ¶ Enter Davus with Glycerie's Child 
in his Arms. ] O here comes Davus again, Pri- 
thee, goodBoy, what have we here ?-— [diſcovers the 
Child ] Where d'ye carry that Child? 
Dav. Now, My/:. „ for one Caſt of thy Skill pd 
Cunning at a Pinch. 
M. What Plot's next, Davus? 
Dav. Here, take the Child quickly, and Se it at. 
our Door. 
Myj. Prithee what, on the cold Ground? | 
Dav. Can't ye take ſome ot thoſe Herbs there, 
and Ad under it? 
2 
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My. Well, and why can't you do't your ſelf? 

Dav. Why, if my Maſter put me to ſwear whether 
I laid it there or no, I may do't with a ſafe Conſcience. | 
N J underſtand ye. But pray how came this 
ſudden Qualm upon you: ive it me then. 
She tales the Child, and moves towards Simo's Door. 

Dav. Prithee go faſter, and be back again in a mo- 
ment, that I may give ye your Leſſon. 

| Chremes appears at a great diſtance. 

But, Oh the Devil! 8 

Myſ. fiarting back.] What's the Matter now? 
Dav. Yonder's the Bride's Father, and ] muſt een 
Bo another Way to work now. [ Aſide, 

My}. I can't imagine what you'd have. 

Dav. I'll make as if I came from that Way there 
O'th' Right- hand he ſure to put in a Word or 
two upon Occaſion, to make our Stories hang together. 

M/. O' my Conſcience I know your Deſigns no 
more than a Poſt. mw. If I can do you any Service 
(which you know better than I) Vil ſtay where I 
am, without putting any ſtop to your Buſinęſs. 

As Chremes comes towards Myſis, Davus ſneaks to 

| the other ſide. 

Chr. zo himſelf] Every thing's ready now for my 
Daughter's Wedding, and we've nothing to do more 
but to invite the Gueſts, [ Seeing the Child 
at the Door.) But what have we here in the Name of 


Goodneſs ? [ Goes nearer and uncovers the 
Child's Face.] A Child upo' my Life. Hark ye 
_ Goflip! Did you lay this Child here? Deo Myſis. 


Myſ. looking fearfully about.] Hah ! What's be- 
come of him? | 1 

Chr. What! are ye Tongue: ty d? 

1 7 Alas! he's not to be ſeen.——O dear Heart, 
the Fellow has left me, and is vaniſh'd. 


Davus appears ſeemingly out of Breath, pretending he 
ſees x24 bes 74 4 as loud as he can. 
Dav. Bleſs me! what a Buſtle's yonder i th Mar- 
ket!—-There's a Squabble indeed then Corn is con- 

| foundedly 
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foundedly dear.—Troth, I ha' nothing elſe to ſay. 
1. 
Myſ. to Davus.] Prithee, what muſt I be left a- 
lone for thus? | 
Dav. looking upon the Child. ] Heyday ! what Farce 
is here ¶ turning to Mylis ] Oh, ho! whence came 
this Bantling? Pray who brought it hither? 
[ He winks on her. 
Myſ. not underſtanding. ] What's the Fellow a Fool 
to ask me ſuch a Queſtion ? | 
Dav, Who ſhou'd I ask? there's no-body elſe here 
to ask. | 
Cr. I wonder whence it ſhou'd come? 
Dav. Come, will ye give mean Anſwer or no ? 


[ Angrily. 
My/. Bleſs me, Sirs! | 
Dav. /eftly to her.] To the Right-hand alittle. _ 
My/. The Man is mop'd, wan't it your ſelf —— 
Dav. ſoftly. ] If ye offer to ſpeak one Word from 
the Point, at your Peril be it. ¶ Holding up his Finger. 
Myf. D'ye threaten me? | | 
Dav. aloud: ] Whence came this Child? — 
LVH ey] ſpeak out Wench, 5 
Myſ. From our Houſe. | 
Dav. aloud:] Ha, ha, ha. tis no Wonder 
if a Strumpet be ſo impudent. 
Chr. I'm miſtaken if this ben't the Andrian's Maid. 
TE | [Alle. 
Dav. Can ye find no- body elſe to make ſport with? 
Chr. I came in the very critical Minute. [ Aſide. 
Dav. You'd beſt make haſte, and be packing with 
the Child from the Door. [As ſhe is about it, he 
ſets ſoftly. ] But ſtay tho'; ſee that ye don't budge 
om this Place. ¶ Holding up his Finger. 
Myſ. Shame take ye for me, ye do lo fright me. 
Dav. aloud.] Is't you I ſpeak to or no; 
My. Why, what wou'd the Man have? 
Dav. Have, with a Pox ! Come, tell me whoſe Child 
you've Jaid there, one for all, tell me. Eo 
M/. You don't know, 1 warrant ye. Davy > 


rr CRC. LE COTE — 
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What I ask. 


Dav. A Fig for what I know: Do you tell me 


 Myf. Tis Yours among ye. 


Dav. aloud. ] Which of ours? All of us didn't get it, 


Myſ. Why, tis Mr. Pamphilus's. 
Dav. Zookers! what my Maſter Pamphilus's? 


[ Very angrily. 

Chr. I was always i'th' right to be againſt this 
Match. | [Aſrde. © 
Dav. very loud. This is a Roguery deſerves the Laſh, 


Myſ. Why d'ye baw] ſo? 


Dav. Why, did't I fee this very Child brought to 


your Houſe laſt Night? 
Myſ. Oh thou brazen Face! 


Dav. I'm ſure I ſaw Gammer Canthara as big as 


ſhe cou'd tumble with tomething ſhe carry'd. 


M. Well, *twas a Bleſſing that many creditable 4 


Women were at my Miſtreſs's Labour. 

Dav. I'm ſure ſhe did not know her Man for 
whom ſhe deſign d this Trick. I warrant, ſaid they, 
when Chremes ſees the Child, he'll not part with his 
Daughter. But i' faith he'll do't the ſooner for that. 


Chr. 'faith but he won't tho”. [Aſde. 
Dav. Now therefore, in plain Engliſh, if ye don't 
take away the Baſtard, I'll kick it into the middle of 
the Street, and take ye and ſet your A—in the Kennel. 


Myſ. Y ou're either Drunk or Mad ſure. 


. Dav. How one piece of Roguery brings out ano- 


ther! Now they begin to buz it about, that this Gh 
cerie is a Citizen of Athens. | | 
Chr. How! | [ Aſide. 


Dav. —-So that the Law will make him marry | 


her in ſpight of his Teeth. 


: My. Under Favour, ſweet Sir, Is ſhe not a Citizen? 


* * « 
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Chr. I had like to have fool'd fair, why I had almoſt | 


noos d my ſelf. [ Aſide. 
Dav. Whoſe Tongue's that? (turning about 70 
Chremes) O Sir, you're come in the luckieſt time 


Chr. 


The Fair ANDRIAN. 
Chr. I've heard all. Dav. How all? 
Chr. Why, all from the beginning. 

Dav. You've heard it then?—-Fine Rogueries on 
foot! Now ſhou'dn't this fame Jade be carted ? — 

(to My ſis) Don't think that poor Davus is the Man 
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you play upon. Here's the Gentleman himſelf. 


[ pointing to Chremes. 
My/. Ah dear! Indeed Sir, an't pleaſe your Wor- 
ſhip, I han't ſpoke one Word of a Lye. 


Chr. ] know the whole Buſineſs. But is my 
Neighbour Simo within ? 
Dav. I think ſo, Sir. [ Exit Chremes, 


Davus goes to play with Myſis. 
Myſ. Hands off, Varlet! If 1 don't do your Er- 
rand to my Miſtreſs, ne er truſt me. | 
Dav. Oh thou filly Soul, thou doſtn't know how 
the Caſe ſtands, MY. How ſhould 1? 
Dav. Why, this is the Bride's Father, and without 
all this, he cou'dn't ha' known what we'd have him. 
| My. Cou'dn't ye give me Item before? 
Da. Pſhaw! as if there were no difference be- 
tween what Nature does briskly on a ſudden, and 
what's done by dull Direction. i 
Enter at a diſtance Crito in a Country Habit. 
Crit. to himſelf. ] Why, I was told that our CHryſis 
liv'd ſome where down this Lane. And ſhe found 
there was more to be got by Jadery in the Town, than 
Honeſty in the Country. But now as ſhe's dead, Pm 
Heir at Law to her Goods. Where ſhall I ask about 
her ? O there are Folks, ——---(goes up to them.) 
By your Leave J pray. | 
My. Goodnow, who's that? Is n't it old Crito, 
Mrs. Chry/is's Kinſman? The very ſame. 
Crit. O My/is! I'm glad to fee thee. 
My/. And 1 you, good Crito. | 
Crit. And is it fo with poor Chryſis, Hah? "= 
[ Sorrowfully. 
My/; Yes indeed; ſhe has left us, to our Sorrows. 
Crit. 
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Crit. Pray how do you do? How goes the 
World? Pretty hoddy, hah? ; 
My/. What we? They that can't do as they 


wou'd muſt e en do as they may, as the Saying is. 

Crit. How does young Glycerie ? Has ſhe found 
her Relations here ? 

Myſ. Ah wou'd ſhe had! 

Crit. What, not yet Then ] have brought my 
Hogs to a fair Market. *Sbud, if I had known ſo 
much betorehand, the De'il a foot wou'd I have ſtir d 
out of my Houſe: For ſhe paſod with every body for | 
Chryſis's Siſter, and ſhe is now in poſſeſſion of what 
ſhe had. Now for me, that know no body, to hamper *' 
my ſelf in Law-ſuits, there are Examples enough in 
the World to keep me from burning my Fingers. 
And, now I think on't, ſhe may get ſome ſpruce 
Gallant to ſtand by her, for ſhe was in the Teens, let 
me tell ye, when ſhe went from us: The People will 
cry out, This is a beggarly Raſcal, that ſets up only | 
a forg'd Title: And then a-body would make ſome 
Conſcience too of turning the poor Girl a begging. 

M/. Go thy ways honeſt Crito; in troth thou art 
the lame Crito ſtill, | 

Crit. Come, bring me to her however; ſince I'm 
come ſo far, I will ſee the poor Rogue. 

Myſ. With all my Heart. 

Exit Crito and Myſis with the Child. 
Dav. looking carefully about.] I'Il follow em, but 
would not for the World that the old Man ſhould ſee 


me this hour. Exit after them. 
| | The End of the Fourth Ad. 
PTTL N NN NN N 7. N NN N N N N N. NN 
„Ar. 
Chremes and Simo. 
Chr. gn- COme, Mr. Simo, you've had Proof enough 
tring. in all Conſcience of my Friendſhip to 


ye; * ve run riſque enough for ye, therefore pray 
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let us have no more of theſe Importunities; I have 
comply d with ye now ſo long, that I was within a 
very little of undoing my Daughter. | 

Sim. Nay, Sir, I muſt more and more entreat you 
and adjure ye to ſtand to your Word, and let the World 
2 ſe by your Actions the Sincerity of your Promiſes. 

; Chr. But pray ſee, Sir, how unreaſonable your Paſ- 

ſion makes ye; for as long as you can obtain your own 

Ends, you don't regard common Civility, nor well 
conſider what you'd have your ſelf; if you did, Iam 

ſure you wou'dn't deſire to ſerve me after this rate. 
Sim. After what rate, pray? | 

Chr. Ah Sir, do ye ask that Queſtion? You've put 
me upon marrying my Daughter to a wild Spark of 
the Town that's pre-engag'd, and a Marriage- hater, 
to have em always wrangling, and forc'd to part in 
a fortnights time; thus my Daughter's to be morti- 
1 fied, = your Son to have the benefit of it, I pro- 
mis'd ye, and began to perform with ye, whilſt the 
Matter would bear it; and ſince *twill bear no lon- 
ger, ye muſt have Patience, His Miſtreſs, they ſay, 
15a free Citizen, and there's a Child got between'em, 
therefore pray e gre us any further Diſturbance. 

Sim. For goodneſs fake, Sir, don't trouble your 
Head with ſuch idle Stories. I tell ye, it is their chief 
Intereſt to make him as bad as they can; this is all a 
Trick from one end to the other, to break off the 
Match: Now do but take away the Cauſe of this, 
and the Egect ceaſes of itſelf, 

Chr. You're out indeed Sir, for I juſt now ſaw 
her Maid and Davus quarrelling about it. 

Sim. I know the Trick. 

Chr. Nay, they were in earneſt, for they little 
thought of my ſeeing them. 

Sim. That I believe too, for I had an Item of this 
Stratagem from Davus; and I thought to have given 
Tos a hint on't, but ſomething put it out of my Head. 

Enter Davus juſt appearing at Glyceries Door. 


Day. 
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Dav. to them within.] — *Tis my will and plea- | ; 


ſure that no Grief come within theſe Walls to day. 
Chr. Look ye, yonder's your Man Davus. | 
Sim. Whence comes the Rogue ? In a fret. 
Dav. to them within. | Let her rely upon my Wor- 
ſlip and this honeſt Stranger 
Sim. Liſtning.] What's there now a brewing ? [aſide. 
Day. coming from the Door.. | Well, for the Man, 
the nick of Time, and the Encounter, take em all to- 
gether, never was any thing ſo pat to our purpoſe. 
Sim. partly overhearing. ] Ah damn'd Rogue! who 
does he commend ſo? | [ Aſade. 
Dav. zo himſeſf.] Now Devil do thy worſt, we 
are as ſafe as a Thief in a Mill. ry 


Sim, Why don't I ſpeak to him ? Aſide. 
Dav. perceiving Simo. ] Sdeath! here's my old 
Maſter, what had I beſt do? [ Softly. 
Sim. to Dav. ] Oh, how is't with your Worſhip ? 

| [ Scornfully. 

Dav. O my good Maſters Simo and Chremes both 
why all things are ready within. [very briskly 
Sim. You have taken a world of pains I don'r 
doubt. [ Zeeringly 
Dav. Now, Sir, fend for the Bride as ſoon as you 


Plane, ---- [Leeringly 
Sim. Very well? there's nothing but that 
wanting But, good Sir, let me ask ye one 
. Queſtion, —— What Buſineſs had you at that Houſe, 
Sirrah ? [ pointing to Glycerie's Houſe 
. Dav. Who I, Sir? 
Sim. Ay You, Sir. 
Dav. Mean ye me, Sir? | 
Sim. Yes, you Sir, if ye muſt be told ſo often. 
Da. Why Sir, *twas not three minutes fince I 
went in— 
Sim. Sirrah, do I ask ye how long ſince? [ Angrily 
Dav. With my Maſter Pamphilus. N 
Sim. Haſtily.] And is he there then? O my 
Torture Ye Hang - dog, didn't ye tell me they 
were broken all to pieces? Dav. 
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Dav. So they are, Sir. 

Sim What ſhould he do there then? [| Haſtily. 

Chr. What d'ye think Sir? Only t'other bruſh 
of quarreling. [ Zeeringly. 

Dav. Ah, Mr. Chremes, there's more öth' Wind; 
I'll tell ye perhaps one of the fouleſt Stories you ever 
met withal.— pointing to Glycerie's Houſe.) Here's 
a certain old Man juſt come to Town, whence the 
Lord knows, a ſhrewd wary Fellow I'll warrant 
him; if ye did but ſee him, you'd ſay he's no ordi- 
nary Perſonage, for he looks as grave as an Alder- 
man, and talks like a Judge, 

Sim. What News 1 him pray ? ? [ Haſtily. 

Dav. Nay, none to ipzak of —Only I remember he 
was a laying 

Sim, Well, but what was he a ſaying? 


Dav. That he certainly knows Glycerie to be 
a Citizen of Athens. 


Sim. Soho! Dromo! Drome! In a fury. 
Dav. What's to do now ? r Aide, 
Sim. Dromo I ay ! Louder. 
Dav. But hear me, Sir. [ 1 a fright. 
Sim. Dog ! ſpeak but another word why 
Dromo ! Dromo! Louder yet. 


Dav. upon his knees.] I beſeech ye, Sir, hear me. 
Enter Dromo. 

Dro. to Simo ]. Your Pleaſure, Sir. 

Sim. Take this Raſcal in, and truſs him up imme- 
diately. 

Dro. Who do ye mean, Sir? 

Sim. Dxvuus here. 

Dav. Why, good Sir, why ? 

Sim. Tis my Pleaſure .- (to Dromo) take hm 
away, I ſay. 

Dav. Why, what have I done, Sir ? 

Sim. Away With him. [:0 Droma 

Dav. If you catch me in a Lie, cut my Throat. | 

Sim. ftoping his Ears. ] Ll not hear a word — 
I put your Rogueſhip out of humour. 

Dav. Notwithſtanding it be true? E Aim. | 
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the Caſe calmly. 


Pleaſure of his Father? Pam. Oh me! [g bin 


6 4 Pl LF, 
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Sim. Notwithſtanding do you. | te Dromo | i 
take him and fetter him: And, d'ye hear, let him be 
ty'd Neck and Heels like a Beaſt as he is.— Away. 

Exit Dromo, leading in Davus. 
As I'm a living Soul, Sirrah, I'll make ye to know 
this Day what tis for a Servant to put Tricks upon 
his Maſter, and for a Son to make Sport with his Fa- 
ther. | [Walking about in a great Paſſion. 8 

Chr. For Heaven's ſake, Sir, moderate your Paſſion. MF 

Sim. Ah, Sir! when it comes to the Duty of a Son, 
that's a tender Point: Don't ye pity me? that 
I ſhou'd take ſo much Pains for ſuch an ungracious 
Wretch! ¶ Meeps, looking towards Glycerie's Houſe ] 
Soho! Pamphilus, — out of your fulſom Neſt.-— 
Ha' ye no Grace left ? E- 

Enter Pamphilus. xy 

Pam. Who calls there? ( ſeeing Simo) Oh, 
*tis my Father. I'm Planet ſtruck. | 

Sim. What ſay'ſt thou, the moſt ungracious — 

[Very angrily. 
Chr. O ſie Sir, leave this ill Language, and argue 


Sim. As though the worſt Language wasn't good 
enough for him. (to Pamphilus) And d' ye ſay 
now that Glycerie is a Citizen? 

Pam. Tis ſo reported, Sir. 

Sim. Reported, Jackanapes l- O prodigious 
Impudence ! was ever ſuch an unthinking Coxcomb | 
Does he repent of any thing he has done? Nay, has 
he the Grace fo much as to bluſh at it? Is he ſo 
little Maſter of himſelf, as to ſet his Heart upon ſuch⸗ 
infamous Woman, without regard either to the Cu 
ſtorns or Laws of his Country, or to the Will and 


Sim. O Pamphilus ! are ye at laſt convinc d? — 
then, then indeed you ſhou'd ha* thought o' this 
when firſt you took your ſwig in all that's baſe, the 
you ſhou'd ha' cry'd, Oh me. (Halls about in 
Rage) But what do I mean? Why ſhou'd I plagus 
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and torment my ſelf? Or, why cark my ſelf in my 
Old-age, for a mad hot-headed Fool? Shall he play the 
Puppy, and muſt ] ſuffer for't ?—— e'en let him have 
her, make his beſt of her, and kennel together. 

Pam. Dear Father In à ſoft tone. 

Sim. interrupting.] Why dear Father? As tho you 
ſtood in need of ſuch a Father. Vou' ve got your 
Houſe, your Wife and Children, and the dear Father 
ne er the wiſer; you've brought your Cheat to prove 
her a Citizen. You've got the Day, much good 
may't d'ye. | | 

Pam. Pray hear me one Word, Sir. | 

Sim. What can you ſay for your {elf ? turning away. 

Chr, Good Sir, give him the hearing. | 

Sim. I hear him ! what ſhou'd I hear him for, Mr, 
Chremes ? 

Chr. But you may let him ſpeak tho”, 

Sim, Let him ſpeak then, who hinders him ? 

Pam. in a ſoft tone.] Sir, I confeſs I lov'd, and if to 
love be a Sin, I confeis that too. —— But now, dear 
Sir, I'm at your Diſpoſal, and ſubmit to whatſoever 
you ſhall think fit or command. Wou'd ye ha' me 
marry one Woman, and part with another? I muſt 
bear either as well as I can. Only thus much let 
me beg of ye, that you wou'dn't believe that I ſub- 
orn'd this old Man; let me but clear my ſelf of that, 
and bring him Face to Face. Sim. Bring him! 

Pam. Pray, Sir, let me. | 

Chr. *Tis nothing but reaſon, pray let him. 

Pam. Sir, I beſeech ye don't deny me. 

Sim. Well, let it be ſo then. Exit Pamph. 
You ſee, Sir, Im content with any thing, as long as 
I ben't groſly impos d upon. e 

Chr. A ſmall Puniſhment ſerves for a great Fault, 
between Father and Son. 9 

Re-enter Pamphilus with Crito. 

Cri. entring. ]—--Well, without any more words 
now, for three Reaſons are as good as three thou- 
land, II do't it either tor your own or Truth's fake, 
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or for poor Glycerie's ſake, that I've a Kindneſs for. 

Chr. Is that old Crito of Andros ? the very | 

lame. Trotli, Crito, I'm glad to ſee thee: what 

Wind blew thee to Athens ? 

Crit. A chance one. Is this Mr. Simo? 

Chr. Yes. . N 

Sim. D'ye ask for me? Hark ye, Friend, Ha' you 

the Face to ſay Glycerie is a Citizen of Athens? 4 
Crit. And ha' you the Face to deny it? [| Pertl y. 

Sim. You've your Leſſon without-book I perceive, 

Crit, Why that, pray ? [ Serlily, 

Sim. Wou'd ye know ?—-Don't ye deſerve to be 

laid by the Heels for this? Are ye come here to trapan 

and inveigle raw young Gentlemen, and to feed their 

Fancies with fine Flams and gay Promiles ? 

Crit. interrupting. ] What's the Man mad? [ Surlily. 

Sim. Then ye make Matches 'twixt them and their 

Whores together. [ Crito ſiares and wonders at him. 

Pam. Alas! how do] tremble for fear the old Man 

. ſhou'dn't ſtand his Ground! Aſide. 

Chr. to Simo. ] If ye knew this Man as well as I, 

you'd be of another Mind. Why, he's as honeſt a 

Man as &'er broke Bread. 8 

Sim. The Devil's Broker, he honeſt ! to come 

juſt i'th? nick on the Wedding-day, to ſet up for an 

Evidence, and was never here before in his whole 

Life! Well, muſt his Teſtimony carry it? | 

Pam. If 1 weren't afraid of my Father, I've that 

at my Tongue's end wou'd help him out at a dead 

Urt. Aſide. 

Sim. A Knight o'th' poſt! 

Crit. What does he call me? [walks about in a huff 

: Chr. Tis his way, you'd better let him alone. 

Cri. Let him look to't. If he pretends to talk 

what'ever he has a mind to, I'll make him hear ſome- 

thing that he has no mind to. (to Simo.) Piſh! Dol 

hinder or care a Fart for your Wedding ? what, can't 

e bear your Misfortunes like a Man? — Whether 

oke true or falſe you'll know immediately. (7 


ing 
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ing to Chremes) Once upon a time, d'ye ſee, there 
was 4 certain Athenian Merchant caſt away at Andros, 
and that little Girl with him ; this Man being in want, 
hapned to apply himſelf to Chryſis's Father. —- 

Sim. interrupting. ] Now he begins a fine Tale. 

Chr, Pray let him go on. ' 

Crit, Why does he put me out? [ Angrily. 

Chr. On with your Story. | 

Crit. Well; Now this ſame Chry/is's Father ( d' ye 
mind?) was my Kinſman. And there did I hear the 
Man himſelf ſay, that he was a Merchant of Athens. 
In ſhort, there he dy'd. Chr. His Name? 

Crit. His Name! Let me ſee: Oh, his Name 
was Phania. 

Chr. Bleſs me! I'm in a cold Sweat. [ 4[rde, 

Crit. Why, truly, Sir, I think they call him Phania. 
However, this I'm ſure of, he ſaid he was a Rham- 
nuſian. Chr. Oh Heavens! 

Crit. And a World of People in Andros heard 
as much as I. | : 

Chr. aſide. ] Wou'd it were no worſe than L wiſh 
for. hut prithee Crito tell me, what ſaid he a- 
bout this Girl? Did he ſay ſhe was his owu ? 

Crit. No, Sir. | 

Chr. Whole then, pray ? 

Crit. His Brother's, I think, 

Chr. O' my Soul ſhe's mine then. 

Crit. What d'ye fay, Sir? 

Sim, How's this? what ſay ye? [Haſtily. 
Pam. Courage, Pamphilus, Courage. [ Afrde, 

Sim. What makes ye believe it ſo readily ? 

Chr. Why, this Phania was my Brother. 

Sim. I know't ; I was well acquainted with him. 

Chr. Ith' time o'th' late Wars he fled for't, and 
follow d me into Aſia, but was afraid to leave my 
Daughter behind him. Now, Sir, this is the firſt 
News I've heard of him ever ſince. 

Pam. Methinks I'm in another World; my Mind's 
diſtracted *rwixt Fear and Hope, Joy and Wonder, at 
ſuch a ſudden Bleſſing. ¶ Aſide. E 3 Sim. 
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Sim. I'm glad upon ſeveral accounts ſhe's found to- 
be your Daughter. 
Pam. I believe, Sir, tis true. 
Chr. But hark ye, Crito, there's one Scruple yet 
that makes me uneaſie. 
Pam. Wou'd you and your Scrup'es were hang'd. 
This is hunting tor a Knot in a Bulruſh. LAlide. 
Crit. What's that, Sir? 
Chr. The Name won't do. 
Crit. Truly ſhe had another Name when ſhe was a 
little one. 
Chr. Prithee what is't, don't ye remember? 
Crit. I'm hammering at it. [ He ſtudies upon it. 
Pam. aſide.] Shall] ſufſer his ſhallow Brain to ſtop 
the current of my Joys, when I can cure all with a 
Word ſpeaking? No, Tl! fer*ſuffer't? D'ye hear, 
Mr. Chremes? Paſſibula's the Name you want. 


Crit. Ay, that; it, that's it. 
Chr. | W ens; | The vp hive 


Pam. I had it from her MatR a thouſand times. 
Sims, Truly this is good News“ for all on's, and 1 
hope you think ſo too. [#0 Chremes. 
Chr. As J hope to be ſavd, 'tis true. P 
Pam. to Simo.] And what's to be done next, Sir? 
Sim. Why, now we are all Friends again. 
Pam. The beſt of Fathers! — I ſuppoſe Mr, 
Chremes will allow us to be in ſtatu quo. | 
Chr. And all the reaion i'th World, unleſs your 
Father's againſt all. 1 | 
Pam. 'm {ure he's not. 
Sim. | together ] agree tot. | 
Chr. Mr. Pamphilus, you ſhall have two thouſand 
Pounds with her. f 
Pam. I'm ſatified, Sir. 5 
. _, Chr. Well, Ill to my poor Girl in an inſtant. Come 
Crito, go along with me, for I doubt whether ſhe 
knows me or no. Exeunt Crito and Chremes. 
Sim. And hadn't ye better ſend for her now? _ 
Tam. I think 'twere better, and that ſhall be Da- 
uss Bulineſs. 5 „ 


, 
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sim: But that can't be. | 

Pam. Why fo, Sir? - 

Sim. Becauſe he's a little engag'd: 

Pam. As how, Sir ? 

Sim, Why, he's bound Neck and Heels. 

Pam. Ah Sir, twas n't well done. 

Sim. I'm ſureI order'd it to be well done. [ Merrily: 

Pam. Pray, Sir, let it be undone then. 

Sim. Well, let it be ſo then. 

Pam. But immediately, Sir, if you pleaſe. 

Sim. II in, and about it. 

Pam, A bleſſed and happy days work! [ Exit Simo. 

Enter Charine at à diſtance. ? 

Cha. ro himſelf. ] Well, I'll go ſee how ſquares go 
with Mr. Pamphilus--Oh, yonder he 1s. [ Ob/erves him. 

Pam Some may be apt to think my Heart is far 
From what my Lips do utt&, but even Now, 
Now tis I'm conſcious what I ſay's moſt true, 
That Gods themſelves wou'd not immortal be, 
Were not there Joys like them immortal too, 
And now methinks I'm all encircled round + 
With Heavenly Bliſs, if no left-handed God 
Come in between, and daſh my Sweets with Sowre, 
Oh! for a Friend, to whom I might relate 
This bleſſed Change, to-make't the more compleat. 

Pha. What's the meaning of theſe Rapture? 

Enter Davus at a diſtance. 

Pam. Oh, yonder's Davus, the Man o'th' whole 
Earth I cou'd have wiſh'd for; for I'm ſure there is 
not a Soul can more heartily reliſh my Enjoyments. 

Dav. ro himſelf. | Where ſhou'd a Man lite of this 
Pamphilus now ? Pam. Oh Davus! _. 

Dav. not ſeeing him.] Who art thou for a Man? 

Pam. Tis I old Rock. 

Dav. turning about.] What you, Sir! 

Pam. Ay: ye don't know what good Fortune I 
have met withal. | 
Dav. No faith; but I know, to my ſorrow, what 
Fortune I've met withal. {Shrugging his Shoulders. 

E 4. Pam. 
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Pam. Ay Boy, that I know too. | 
Dav. Juſt as the World goes: Bad News always 

flies faſter than good. 

Pam. My Deareſt has found out her Parents. 

Dav. Before George tis brave. [ Merrily. 

Cha. liſtning.] Bleſs me! [ Aſtde, 

Tam. And her Father is one of our great Cronies. 

Dav. Who's that pray? 

Pam. No leſs than Mr. Chremes. 

Dav. Spoken like a Cherubim! 

Fam. I've now nothing to do but to marry her,and--- 
Cha. The Man dreams of what he has a mind to 
waking, [ Aſide. 

Pam, Then for the Child, Davus. | # 

Dav. No more of him, I'll warrant ye he'll come 
to be an Hero at laſt, _ | | | 

Cha. going to them.] Im a made Man, if all this 
be true. III c'en ſpeak with em. [ Aſide. 

Pam. Who goes there? O dear Charine 
you're come i th luckieſt time that could be. 

Cha. I'm very well pleas d 

Pam. How! ha' ye heard the News then? | 

Cha. Every Syllable. Well, I hope you won't 
forget your old Friend on your Wedding-day. Mr. 
 Chremesis now your own, if you'll but jay the word 
I'm ſure he'll do't. 

Pam. 11! warrant ye I'll not forget ye. Tou d 
be to long to wait Mr. Chremes's coming, let's een 
go to my Miſtreſs, where we ſhall be ſure to find 
him. ut do you Davus go home, and ſend Com- 

any to remove her to our's.- What makes ye 
ſtand like a Poſt? Why don't ye move? 

Davy. I'm going, Sir. WO 

[Exeant Pamphilus and Charine, 
| Davus turns to the Spectators. 

Gallants, you muſt not expect their return, for the 

Match and every thing elſe will be. made up within 

doors. One Clap, good Gentlemen. 6 


The End of the Faip Adrian. = | 
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Acted at the Feaſt of Cbele, 


1 WHEN 
L. oh phy Albinus 52 PR 
L. Cornelius Merula rule Edils, 


L. Ambivius Turpio, 
By the Company of and 
L. Attilius of Preneſtæ. 


Flaccus made free by Claudius compos'd the Mu- 
ſick, which was perform'd upon two right- 
handed Flutes. 


It was taken from the Greek of 


Menander. 
Acted twice under the AM. V. 2 
| ann os | Cc. Fannius. 


4. U C. 593. Before Chriſt 1655 
E. 5 1 | Dri-- 


— 7 ingenious equivocating ſort of Flattery 
w_ _ abuſng the Captain to his very Face. 


Thraſo, Thais, one that believes himſelf a great 


66d fooning Fellow , always extolling the 


Sanga, Servant to Thraſo. 


Thais, < good natur d Creature, of a flattering, 


Doria, Another Servant to Thais. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
Laches, Father to Phedrie and Cherea. 
" His eldeſt Son, a Gentleman of a ſoft and 
Phedrie, eaſy Temper, fondly in Love with Thais, 
whom he keeps. 


e His younger Brother, a hot, wild, amorous: 


Youth, wantonly in love with Pamphila. 
Antipho, A young Gentleman, Cherea's Confident. 
A young Country Eſq; ſomewhat blunt in 
Chremes, & Speech and Behaviour, and unacquaint- 
| ed with the Tricks of the Town. 
A proud, ſelfconceited, pedantic, bragging, 
hectoring, clowniſh Officer, a Pretender to 


Wit, and a Man of Courage, when at the 
ſame time he's both Coward andCoxcomb 
Ihe Paraſite, a Hanger-on of the Captain's, 
a crafty, ſly, inſinuating, wheedling, buf- 


Captain's Wit and Valour. and by an 


(Servant to Phedrie, and his Counſellor, a 

Parmeno, & bold, cunning, intriguing Fellow, and a 
downright Wanan-hmer. 

Dorus, The Emunuch. 


WOMEN. 
A Noble Court eſan, kept by Phedrie, 4. 


inſinuating, winning Diſpoſition. 
Pythia, Her Mail, very buſie aud fauhful, a mor- 
7 tal Enemy to Parmeno. 


Sophrona, A Nurſe. 

Ng MUTES. 
Simalio, Dorax, Syriſcus, Servants to the Captain. 
| Scene, ATHENS. 
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SCE NE, the Street before Simo s Door. 
Tims, the Forenoon. 


Phedrie attended by Parmeno. 


Hat's to be done now? ſhan't ! 
go to her? ——what, not now,” = | 
W when ſhe ſends for me ſo kind- - 
Or ſhall reſolve never 
to put up the Affronts of a 
Jiting Miſtreſs: ? She ſhut me out, now ſhe in⸗ 
vites me in—— Go, with a Pox! No, that I won't, 
tho' ſhe'd beg it on her Knees. ( Angrily. 
Par. Troth, Sir, if you cou'd hold out at this rate, 
twould be the belt and braveſt thing you ever did; . 
but if you begin upo th? Huff, and your Gert ol 25 
ve ä 
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ſerve ye to go through with it; if you faint i'th En- 
terprize, and go before you're ſent for, or ſo much as 
TEconcil'd, and ſneakingly tell her, Lou ve ſo entirely 
devoted to her, as not to live an Hour without her, your 
Buſineſs is done to all Intents and Purpoſes. She'll 
Tide you to death when ſhe has you at mercy ; where- 
fore I'd have you be twice advis'd before it be too 
late: For alas! Sir, what will Reaſon or Moderation 
fignify in a Caſe that will bear neither? For Love, 
you know, is ſtrangely whimſical, containing At- 
tronts, Jealouſies, Jars, Parlies, Wars, then Peace a- 
gain. Now, for you to ask Advice to love by, is all 
one as it · you ask Advice to run mad by As 
tor your preſent Reſolutions while your Blood is up, 
Hat! go to her when à Rival's er my ſelf re- 
fus d, even Entrance deny'd me! Neer perſwade me 
rot; TW die firſt: Til make her know I'm none of her 
Cully. Why, in good faich. Sir, one pitiful hypo- 
critical Drop of a Tear, which this Creature can 
hardly for her Soul ſqueeze out of her Eyes with all 
her icrubbing, will confound ail this bluſter, bring 
you to your whining Peccavi, and make you ſubmit 
to her Ladyſhip's Mercy. 
Phe. Oh, horrid ſhame ! — Now ] ſee ſhe's a 
curſed hilt, and I a miſerable Fool! I'm ſick on't; 
et I die with Love: Then I periſh with my Know- 
ledge and. Senſes about me, both living and looking 
on. Ana 1 know not what to do. e 
Par. What ſhou'd you do, Sir, but free your ſelf 
from her as cheap as you can? If you can't draw the 
Stake fairly, make the beſt of a bad Game, and ne- 
ver ſtand vexing your ſelf for the Matter. 
Phe, D'ye think that's the beſt ways? 
Par. Ay, Sir, if you know the beſt way. — Add 
no more Troubles to thoſe that Love has brought on 
ye; but bear what's already befaln ye like a Man 
Enter Thais at ſome diſtance, 
Oh, yoncer comes the Caterpillar that {foils all our 
Harveſt, and leaves us to ſtar ve. [ Aſide. 
. Thais 
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Thais to herſelf. ] Unhappy Woman! I am very 
much afraid that Phedrie ſhou'd take it worſe, or 
otherwiſe than I intended, that I did not let him in 
Yeſterday. | 

Phe. Ah, Parmeno! I'm all over in a cold Sweat 
at the very ſight of her. 

Par. Brisk up, Sir! To her I fay, ſhe carries Fire 
enough to warm ye with a Vengeance, 

Tha. overbearing. ] How now Phedrie ! What, 
are you here? And waiting at the Door too? Why 
didn't you come in without any more ado? 

Par. The De'il a word's here of ſhutting the Door 
upon us. [LAſide. 

Tha. What, ſpeechleſs my Dear? 

Phe. Well ask d, Madam! for theſe Doors were 
always wide open to me, and 1 the higheſt in your 
Ladyſhip's Favours. [ Scornfully. 

Tha, Let theſe things paſs my Dear. Clapping 

him on the Cheek with her Fan. 

Phe. angrily. ] How! Paſs! [ more mildly, 
Ah, Thais, Thais, wou'd that you and I did but love 
equally, and went an even Pace; that what you've 
dore might trouble you as much as me; or that 1 
might concern my {elf as little at it as you do. 

Tha. interrupting. ] Prithee don't fret thy ſelf, 
my pretty Phedrie, for by this Light *twasn't becauſe 
I lov'd or car'd for any-body more than thy dear ſelf; 
but as the Caſe ſtood, twas a thing not be avoided. 

Par. Likely enough: That's uſua}.—-— She poor 
Soul ſhut him out of Doors, out of ſtark Love and 
Kindneſs. [ Zeeringly. 

Tha. to Par.] Say ye ſo, Parmeno?—-—Well, go 
on: to Phe, ] but prithee, my Dear, hear but 
why I ſent for ye. 7 

Vell bear ye for one. 
Tha. Firſt, let me know whether this Man here 
can keep Counſel. 8 
Par. Meaning me, Madam? The rareſt Fellow 
th' World at it; but we muſt enter into Articles 

eee eee ee e men e, 
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about keeping your Secrets: If the Story be true, I 
am as mute as a Fiſh ; but if it be a Falſity, a Foppe- 
ry, or a Flam, 'twill out in an inſtant, I'm full of 
holes, and run like a Sieve. Therefore, pray Madam, 
not a Word of Lye, as you hope for Secrecy. 
Tha. My Mother was born at Samo, but liv'd at 
Rhodes. | FEE | 
Par. Mum, mum, for that. [ Aſide. 
Tha. 'There it was that a certain Merchant preſented 
her with a fine young Girl, kidnapp'd from Attica. 
Phe. Was ſhe a Gentlewoman ? Sp, | 
Tha. I ſuppoſe ſo: We cou'dn't tell for a certain. 
She told us her Parents Names; as for her Country, 
and other Tokens, ſhe forgot, nor cou'd it be other- 
wiſe expected becauſe of her Age. The Merchant 
added withal, that he underſtood by the Pyrates (of 
whom he bought her) that ſhe was ſtoln from Su- 
nio hard by Athens No ſooner did my Mother take 
charge on her, but ſhe gave her the beſt Education 
ſhe cou'd, and bred her up like her own Child; ſa. 
that we were generally taken for Siſters. In Com- 
pany with that Stranger (the only Perſon I was then 
. engag'd withal } did I come hither, who left me all . 
I. have at preſent. _ | 
Par. interrupting.] A couple of Rapperees.—Gulh. . 
Tha. Why ſo? Hi | 
Par. Becauſe, forſooth, one Diſh to be ſure wou'd* 
never ſatisfy you, neither was he your ſole Benefactor; 
for this Gentleman's Pocket has ſmoak'd to ſome 
Tune for moſt of your Bravery. 
Tha, Be it ſo: But can't you let me go on with - 
my Story: to Phe.) Whilſt things ſtood thus, the 
Captain, who began to take ſome liking to me, 
march'd into Caria, mean time I got acquainted with 
thee, my dear Rogue. And thou know'ſt how dearly 
I have lov'd thee cer ſince, even to the truſting thee 
with the greateſt of my Secrets. —— | oy 
Phe. Parmeno will let go again. 
Par. You may ſwear it, Sir, 


Tha, 
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Tha. For Love's ſake, dear Hearts! hear me out. 
Not long after my Mother died at Rhodes. Now my 
Uncle, you muſt know, was a little given to the 
World, and perceiving the Girl was very likely, and 
had a good hand at the Lute, hop'd to make Money 
of her, and forthwith expos'd her to Sale, and made 
his Markets on her. As Luck wou'd have it, 
my Friend, the Captain, being there, buys her for 
a Preſent for me, _ perfectly ignorant of this 
whole Affair. He's juſt come to Town, and per- 
ceiving what's between you and I, he invents many 
Excuſes and Flams, to put off his parting with her 
as long as he can: But ſays, cou'd he but perſwade 
himſelf I lov'd him better than you, and were he 
not miſerably afraid that when I once got her, I 
ſhou'd turn him off, he'd part with her preſently, 
This he's ſtil] afraid of, but as far as I can perceive he 
has a-hankering after her himſelf, 2 
Phe. And is it got no further than hankering? 
Tha. No, for I've made ſtrict Enquiry. Now 
my dear Phedrie, I've a thauſand Reaſons why Id 
wheedle him out of her. Firſt, becauſe ſhe goes for 
my Siſter ; and then toreſtore her to her Friends; for 
I'm a loneſome Woman here, no-body with me, nei- 
ther Friend nor Kinſman; therefore l hope by this 
Office to make my ſelf Friends; therefore if you love 
me, help me out in the Management of this ot 
Buſineſs : Let this Swaggerer be Maſter of Miſ-rule for 
two or three days.—W hat, no Anſwer. [ Fawningly. 
Phe. Thou baſeſt of thy Sex. What ſhall I 
anſwer thee, who dealeſt ſo .ungratefully by me? 
| [Walks about in a Paſſion. g 
Par. O rare Maſter o mine! Gramercy ſay I: He's 
touch'd now. Edad, thou'rt a Man every Inch of 
thee. | N n SG 89 D Alide. 
Phe. As if I didn't know what you wou'd be at 
[in another Tune mocking her.] A joung Girl was 
Kidnapp'd hence. mn Mother bred her up like her 
OWN ne he went for my Siſter ——T'd fain * 
| | mn 
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him out of her — — and reſtore her to her Friends. 
All this ſtuff is to ſhift me off, and to take in your 
Captain, for ſooth: But why, I pray? Only becauſe 
he's more in your Ladyſhip's Favour than am I; and 
you're plaguily afraid this Girl wil put your Noſe out 
of joynt, and take your Juſty Stalion from you. 

| [ Scornfully, 

Tha. Who, I afraid on't ? 

Che. Ay, you: Why ſhou'd you be ſo concern'd 
elſe? Is he the only Perſon that has made you Pre- 
ſents ? Did ye ever find me cloſe-fiſted ? T'other day 
you ask d for a Black, didn't I go Poſt haſte and get 
. You one? And then you'd have your Eunuch, for- 

ſooth, purely becauſe your Ladies of Quality have 
em, this I got too: I'm ſure ] eſterday I paid down 
o'th Nail no leſs than fifty Guineas for em both. 

Tho' I'm {lighted by ye, yet you ſee I didn't forget 

ye; and my good Nature's finely rewarded. | 
Ma. How's this, my Phedrie! No, tho' I ſhou'd 

be very glad to have this Girl, and I believe I might 
this way as eaſily as may be, yet rather than diſoblige 
| thee, III do what thou wou'dſt have me. Fawningly. 

Phe. O that that Word came from your Heart now, 
| rather than diſoblige thee. Cou'd I but believe that 
{ was ſpoken ſincerely, I cou'd then bear any ing: | 
3 Par. He ſtaggers: One damn'd Wheedle has don't 

in a Trice. TT DAſide. 
Tha. Ah dear! Don't I then ſpeak from my Heart ? 
When did Jever deny you a Requeſt, tho twere made 
but in a Jeſt? And yet! t oe my Soul obtain the 
Favour of your Abſence but for two days. [Weeping. 
Phe. Ay, if it were but two days. — But what 
if that Two ſhou'd prove Twenty? | 

Ta. Indeed, Sir, it ſhall be no more than two or 

Phe. l Or what? No more on't. 
pa. It ſhall be no longer indeed. Let me prevail 
with thee for once. . | 

Che. Well, for once you ſhall ha your Mind. * 
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Tha. Now I love thee moſt wonderfully, thou haſt 
ſo oblig d me, | FS ah 

Phe. Well, Ill into the Country, and there pine a- 
way for theſe two Days, —— That's my Reſolution, 
ſince my cruel Deaꝶ muſt have her Humour. 
But Parmeno, do you take care to deliver the Eunuch 
and Black in my Abſence, 

Par. I will, Sir. 3 | 

Phe. God buy my deareſt Thais, for two long Days. 

Tha. God buy to thee my ſweet Creature, Ha' 
you any other Commands? | 

Phe. What can I defire further ; but that tho' the 
Captain has your Company, yet your Heart may be 
at another place: Let me both Night and Day be the 
Entertainment of your Love, your: Wiſhes, your 
Dreams, your Expectations, your Thoughts, your 
Hopes, your Pleaſure, your All. In fine, let your 
Heart be as much mine, as mine is yours. 

3 Exeunt Phedrie and Parmeno. 

Thais alone.] Dear Heart! I'm afraid Phedrie be- 
lieves not one Word of what I have ſaid, but takes me 
for one of your jilting Creatures of the Town. But I, 
that know my own Heart beſt, am ſure, I've devis'd 
no Flams; nor is there any Soul I love ſo fondly and 
tenderly as this Gentleman. And whatſoever J have 
done i'th* Caſe was purely for the ſake of the poor 
Girl, whoſe Brother, a Perſon of ſome Repute, I 
hope I've in a manner found out. To day he ap- 
pointed to give me a Vilit, I'll ſtep in and wait his 
Coming. [ Exit, 

| The End of the Firſs Act. 
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AcrT II. 


Phedrie attended by Parmeno. 


Phe. TN © asI order'd ye: Let the Preſents be car-. 
1 'ryd. Par. So they ſhall, Sir, 
Phe. But with Care then, Par, 
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Pay, It ſhall be done. 

Phe, But with ſpeed too. Par. It ſhall fo. 

Phe. Have I told ye enough on't ? 

Par. Ah! that's a Queſtion indeed! [ Angrily] As 
tho' t was ſo hard a picce of Buſineſs, For my 
part, Sir, I wiſh with all my Soul that you were as 
ſure of winning a Thouſand Pounds, as ye are of lo- 
ſing theſe Preſents. 

Phe. Prithee don't trouble your Head about thoſe 
things, for if I loſe them, I loſe my ſelf too, which 
is by far the greater Loſs. 8 

Par. It ſhan't trouble me, but I'll do your Buſineſs 
effectually. Have ye any further Commands for me? 

Phe. Be ſure you ſet off the Preſents with all the 
Commendations you can; and give my Rival all the 
Interruption imaginable. 

Par. Pſhaw, I'd ha' done that without your bidding. 

Phe. Well, I'll into the Country, and there tarry. 

| | [ Offers to go. 

Par, I fancy ſo. Feeringly. 

Phe. returning.] But hark ye, Parmeno. 

Par. M hat's your Pleaſure, Sir? 

Phe. Doſt really think I can have ſo much Power 
o'er my ſelf, as to hold out my whole time. 

Par. Who you Sir? No *faith: For either you'll 
come back again preſently, or elſe your want of ſleep 
will fend ye hither at Midnight with a Why-not. 

Phe. I'll tire my ſelf as much as I can, that I may 
ſleep whether I will or no. 

Par. *T'won't do, Sir, tire your ſelf as much as ye 
pleaſe, you'll be ne'er the nearer. 

Phe. All this ſignifies nothing, Parmeno. — I 


muſt break the neck of this effeminate Humour ; I 
indulge my ſelf too much ; in ſhort, d'ye think I 
can't live without her three whole days, if occaſion 
ſerve? 
Par, How, Sir! What three live-long days? For 
ſhame, Sir! [Feeringly 
Phe. 
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Phe. Nay, I'm fully reſolv'd upon't however. 
[ Exit Phedrie. 
Parmeno alone.] Heavens! what a p.aguy thing's 
this! that Love ſhou'dalter Men ſo ſtrangely, as you 
can't know em for the fame! There was never a 
Gentleman in Town had a better Head-piece, a gra- 
ver Carriage, and lets given to the Fleth than this 
Maſter of Mine — 
Enter Gnatho leading Pamphila, attended by her 
i [Waiting-maid at a diſtance from Parmeno. 
gut who comes yonder i'th' name of Goodneſs ? 
Ha,, ha, 'tis that wheedling Raſcal Gnatho, a hanger- 
on o'th' Captain's. He has got the young Gentlewo- 
man by the Fiſt, as a Preſent to his Lady. Bleſs 
| me! what a ſmug-faced little Rogue it is. No won- 
| der if I make but a ſcurvy figure to day with my old 
| rotten Ennuch, —Why this Creature cuts out IHais 
| her ſelf. [ Walks about the Door. 
| Gnatho to himſelf.) Bleſs me! to fee the difference 
between one Man and another, betwixt a Fool and a 
| Philoſopher! The thing I fay it for is this: As L 
| was coming along to day, I ſtumbled upon one of 
my own Rank and Quality, an honeſt. Fellow I war- 
rant him, who had made a ſhift to guzzle away an 
| Eſtate, as I had done before him. I ſeeing ſuch a 
rough, naſty, meagre Fellow, riggid out with Rags 
and Rheumatiſms; Mhat's the meaning of this fine 
E Dreſs (quoth I?) Alas! (ſaid he) I had an Eſtate 
once, but play'd the Fool and cou'dn't keep it, and 
= you ſee what I am brought to: All my Friends 
and Acquaintunce fly me as they wou'd the Plague, 
= Here I began to look down upon him with Scorn: 
© Why you Whoreſon Blockhead ( faid I) is it come to 
that then, that you hadn't left your ſelf an After- 
| Game? Have ye loſt your Brains and your Money to- 
gether ? Why, do but look on me, who was once in the 
ſame Caſe with your ſelf; how freſh and ſparkiſh, hom 
genteel ] go, and how ſtrong and luſly I am! I have 
che Indies av command, tho Lands I have none; _ 
e | tha 
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| tho I have ſcarce a Groat in the World, yet I want 
| for nothing. | In another Tone] But (ſays he) I'm 
of ſuch an nulucky Conſtitution, that neither 6uFooning 
| 


nor beating will agree with me. How's that ( ſaid 1) 
dye think that's the way? No, youre plaguily wide 
t Mark, In the Days of Yore this might have 
done well enongh, but we are nom in another Method, and 
perhaps I was the Inventer Y it too - ere g a 
fort of People in the World who ſet up for Wits of the 
firſt rate, and yet have no more Brains than Mag gots: 
New theſe are the Men for my turn: But then I an 
not their Merry- Andrew, to make them ſport, but ve- 
ry readily make ſport at them, tho' at the ſame time 
| 1 praiſe their Parts to the Skies. If they ſay any thing, 
| 1 cry it up too. If they unſay it, I commend em for 
| rhat too: What they deny, I deny: What they affirm, Þ 
Jm: In fine, Ive brought my ſelf to be of their | 
* mind in every thing, and by this means I get many] 
& ſweet Bit, and a ſweet Penny. | 
| Par. A very pretty Fellow, upo' my word! Give] 
| him a Fool, and he'll make him a Mad-man, [ Aſide. 
| Gna. Whilſt this Chat Jaſted we got to the Market-F 
| place, where T was joyfully met by a Troop of Con-F 
Fectioners, Filhmongers, Butchers, Cooks, Paſtrymen, 
| Fiſhermen, and Poulterers; all of my old Cronies, 
whom I had been a good Cuſtomer to before, and 
ſince I had ſpent my Eſtate, and am fo ſtill : They com- 
plimented me with Hat in Hand, invited me to Sup- 
| per, and were very glad to ſee my Worſhip. When] 
BR my poor Hunger-ſtary'd Comrade faw I was fo 
| highly in their Books, and liv'd ſo bravely, at eaic,Þt 
he begg'd o' me for Heaven's ſake to teach him a 
little of my Art. I bid him follow me, and be m:yÞ 
Pupil; and as the Sects of Philoſophers borrow'dP 
their Names from their Maſters, ſo all that have 
learnt the Art of Wheedling ſhou'd from me be cal: 


| Gnathonicks. i 

Par. To ſee the vertue now of living at eaſe, and 

| being fed at another Man's Table, ** | 
; | E ; Id. 
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Gra. But hold, I'm plaguy backward in handing 
this Preſent to Mrs. Thais, and to invite her to the 
Treat--[advances towards the Door, and ſees Parmeno] 
Yonder's Parmeno, our Rival's Servant, all i th' dumps 
before the Door: Our Buſineſs goes ſwimmingly on; 
theſe Sparks will have but a cold Suit on't—I'm re- 
ſolv'd to have ſome Sport with this poor Rogue. 


Par. I warrant they think this Gift will make the 
Lady theirs for ever. [Aſide. 
Gna. My nown dear Friend! Gzatho's thy ver y 
humble Servant. Well, what are you upon now ? 
| [ Zeeringly. 
Par. Upon my Legs. _ F[Sarlily. 
Gra. I ſee that. But don't you ſee ſomething here 
that offends your Eyeſight? * | pointing to Pam. 
Par, Yes, you. [Surlily, 


Gna. That I believe too. But is there nothing elſe? 

Par. Why, what ſhou'd there be? 

Gna. Becauſe, my Friend, you ſeem to be a little 
out of Humour. Par. Not in the leaſt. 

Gna. Nay, I wou'dn't have ye {o.-——But what 


think ye of this Preſent? Hah ! | 
Par. Why ſhe's tolerable. 
Gna. I've gal'd him I fee. [ Softly. 
Par. overhearing.] How plaguily he's miſtaken 
now! [ Afrde 


Gna. Won't Madam Thais be mightily taken with 
this Preſent think ye ? 


Par. As much as to ſay our Noſe is out of joint: 


But hark ye Friend, every Dog has his Day; there is 


a time for all things. 
Gna. Now, Parmeno, will J give thee a Holy day 


for this half-Yeer, and fave thee the trouble of Trot- 
'ting up and down, and fitting up till four or five in 


the Morning. Don't I do ye a prodigious piece of 


Service ? Par. Who, me? Ay, a damnable one 


Gna, Thus I always oblige Friends, 
Par. You do well. 


Gna. But perhaps I detain ye, Sir; your Buſineſs 
Poſlibly calls ye eſewhere. Pay, 
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Par, No, I'm at my Journey's end. 

Gna. Pray, Sir, do me the tavour then to intro- 
duce me to the Lady. 

Par. Very good: This Preſent will be your Paſſ- 
port now. 

Gna. Will ye be pleas'd to have any one ſent out to 
ye? [Exit Gnatho, Pamphila, and Waiting-maid. 

Par. alone.] Let but two Days be over, and Il take 
care that you may knock till your Heart akes without 


admittance, tho now you are ſo happy as to have 


the Doors fly open at a touch of your Little Finger. 
Re-enter Gnatho. 

Gna. What, here ſtill, my nown Friend? D'ye 

keep Guard here, that not an Embaſſy by a civil 

Meſſenger can pals privately between the Captain 


and the Lady? Exit Gnat ho. 


Par. alone.] Very wittily ſpoken! Theſe wonder- 
ful fine things muſt needs pleaſe the Captain. [ ſeeing 
Cherea ] But hold, I ſee my Maſter's. younger Son 
making this way. I vonder what makes him from 
his Poſt at Pireo, when he's upon Duty there 
There's ſomewhat more than ordinary in the Wind; 
And he's in great haſte too I can't gueſs what 
makes him throw his Eyes about thus. 

Enter Cherea at a diſtance from Pai meno, out 

of breath, and looking about him. 

Che. to himſelf. ] I'm undone! The pretty Crea- 
turc's loſt And ſo am I—who have unluckily miſt on 
her. Where ſhall I look for her? Where ſhall I trace 
her? Whom ſhall J ask for her? What blind Alley ſhall 
I range in - I'm in a ſtrange Quandary.— I've this 
Comfort left, that ſhe can't be long incognito where- 
cer ſhe be.—-The moſt charming Look! From this 
moment I've done with the whole Sex beſides. Your 
Every-day Laſſes and Faces will ne'er down again. 

Par. Heyday ! Here's another in the whining and 
languiſhing Vein, or I'm beſide the Cuſhion.——The 
Old Gentleman their Father's finely bleſt : If this Spark 
once begins the Sport, he'll be ſo mad upon't, that 
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Mr. Phedrie will be a Child to him. (Aſide. 

Che. Wou'd the De'il had this old Mumpſe mus tor 
ſtopping my Journey ; and me too for ſtaying, when 
I ſhou'd have taken no Notice of him. Ho! 
here's Parmeno! well met, old Friend. 

Par. hy ſo concern'd, and yet ſo gay? And whi- 
ther a going ? 

Che. Who I? Troth I can't tell whence I came, 
nor where I'm going, I've lolt my Senſes. 

Par. How 10. I bejeech ye? 

Che. 'm m Love, Man, 

Par. Heyday 
Che. New, old Boy, ſhew what a Man you are; 
thou know'ſt how often thou haſt promis'd me : 

Maſter Cherea, do but jind out one you've a mind to, 
and Fl ſuew what a Talent I have at Intriguing, 
You remember 'twas when I us'd to get you many 
a good Bit out of my Father's Pantry, and no- body 
&er the wiſer, ye Rogue. 

Par. Pſhaw, no more of that. 

Che. Why faith 'twas &en fo : Therefore prithee 
now be as good as thy Word, at leaſt if you think 
it worth beating your Brains about. This pret- 
ty Creature isn't at all lk e our Town Ladies, whoſe 
Mothers ſaddle their Backs, and ſtraitlace their Waiſts, 
to make 'em well-ſhap'd. If any chance to grow 
ſomewhat plumper than the reſt, they preſently cry. 
She's an Hoſteſs; and then her Allowance mult be 
ſhortned; and tho' ſhe be naturally fat and luſty, yet 
by her dieting ſhe's made as ſlender as a Broom- 
ſtick : By this means one Ii bodcocſ or another is 
caught in their Springe. 

Par. And how's yours, I beſeech ye? 


Che. Such a Beauty the world never ſaw, 
Par. Heyday ! 


Che. Her Complexion true and natural; her Body 


found and N and as plump as a Partridge. 
Par. How old think ye? Che. About Sixteen. 
Par. In the very prime i faith. 


Ohe. 
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Che. Now, do you but help me to this ſweet Crea- 
ture, either by Force, Fraud, or Wheedle; 1 don't 
care which way, ſo I do but enjoy her, 

Par. But what is this fweet Creature? 

Che. Faith, I know not. 

Par. Whence came ſhe? Che, J can't tell, 

Par. Where does ſhe live? 

Che. Nor that neither. 

Par. Where did you ſee her? 

Ce. In the Street here. 

Par. How came you to loſe her? 

Che. That's it I was curling at when J met you. 
Nor do I think there's that Man living, whoſe good 
| Fortune had left him thus in the lurch. What a Mös- 

| fortune was here! —— I'm a very Wretch. 

| Par. What's done to ye, Sir? 

| Che. D'ye ask? Don't ye know old Archimedes, 

| my Father's Kinſman and Companion ? 

Par. Yes, very well. 

| Che. This Fellow met me full butt, as I was hot 
= upo* th' Scent after this pretty Creature. 

| Par. Faith 'twas a little unſeaſonable. 

Che. Rather deviliſn unfortunate; tor lighter Mat- 

NF ters may be call'd #nſeaſonable. For I can ſafely 

| {wear I hadn't ſeen him this ha'f-Year till now, when 

I neither defir'd nor wanted his Company. Wasn't 
| this a damn'd Accident? Hah! What jay you? 

| Par. As you ſay, Sir, tas a damn'd Accident. 

| Che. He comes hobbling after me as far as he 
cou'd ſee me, with his Chin and his Knees toge- 
ther, his Joynts ſhaking in his Hide, hanging his 
Jibb like an old Horſe, and groaning like a rotten 


| Sheep: He bauls out, Soho, Cherca, Soho? tis you 1 
won ſpeak with. With that I made a halt. 

Dye know, ſays he, what's my Buſineſs with ye ? No, 

pray tell me, Sir. Oh, ſaid he, my Cauſe comes on 


| to morrow. And what then, faid I? Why, be ſure 
(quoth he) zo tell your Father that he muſt not fail 


ö to be at th Court. I think he Was a whole Hour 10 
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the Clock in telling this. I ask'd him if he had any 


further Buſineſs; he ſaid, None at ail. Away march'd 

|: And looking for this young Creature, I found ſhe 
| had taken down this Strect, 

Par. My Lite on't, if this ben't the fame that was 
| preſented to Thais. Aide. 

Cb e. As ſoon as J was got hither ſhe was vaniſn d. 

Par. Had ſhe any Attendance with her? 

Che. Yes, a Man and a Waiting-maid. 

Par. aſide.] The very fame 1'taith. ——Set your 
Heart at reſt, Sir, your Buſineſs is done. 

Che. Sure thy Wits are a Wool-gathering. 

Par. No, I know what I fay. 

Che. Why, canſt tell who the is; Prithee 
tell me. Did ye ſee her? [ Haſc ily, 

Par. I did ſee her, 1 know her too? more than 

that, I can tell where's ſhe's gone too. 

Che. Ah dear Rogue! doſt know her indeed? 

Par. Ves, Sir. 

Che. And canſt tell where ſhe's gone too? 

Par. She was brought hithcr as a Preſent to Thais. 

Che. Is any Man living able to te at the Charge of 
ſuch a Preſent? 

Par. Yes: Captain Ihraſo, your Brother's Rival. 
Che. For ought 1 fee, my Brother wut be put to 
his laſt Trumps then. 

Par. Ay, faith! ſo you'd {wear indeed, if you 
new what a precious Preſent he has provided te 
match this withal. 

Che. What's'that prithee? 

Par. An Emnnuch. 

Che. What that Tool of a Man that he bought Ve- 
ſterday? That haggiſh Fellow? 

Par. That's he, Sir. 

Che. Certainly he and his Preſent will be kick'd to 
the Devil. But I nc'er knew betorc that tn.s 

eis was our Neighbour. 
Par. Why, 2's lately remov'd hither. 

Che. Unlucky Whelp that I am! That I fou'd 
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ne er ſee her —But, prithee tell me, is ſhe ſuch a 
Beauty as they talk of? Par. Every Jot. 

Che. But ſhort of our's my Life on't. 

Par. Quite another thing. 

Che. Prithee, honeſt Boy, do but thy beſt to bring 
us both together. 

Par. You ſhall have my Good-will in't. I' do 
what I can to help ye: What wou'd ye have more? 


[ going off. 

Che. Whither away now? 

Par. Why home, to hand the Preſents hither ac- 
cording to your Brother's Orders. 

Che. Oh the Luck of this ſame roguy Eunuch, to 
go into this Houſe upon ſuch an Errand! | 

Par. Why 1o, Sir? 

Ce. D'ye ask that? Why he'll always te bleſt 
with the tight of his beautiful Companion; they'll 
ralk together, live together, and now and then per- 
haps lie together. 


Par. What wou'd you ſay now, if you were that 
bleſſed Creature? 


Che, Which way? Speak dear Rogue. Haſty, 4 


Par. Suppoſe you take his Cloaths | 
Che. His Cloaths! And how then? | 
Par. And be carry'd thither inſtead of him. 
C-e. On, on Boy. 

Par. And give out that you are he. 

Ce. I ſmell your Deſign. 


Par. And there you may enjoy all thoſe rare Bleſ- 


ſings you fancy'd but juſt now for another. You may 
eat and drink with her, {it by her, touch, toy with 


her, and——lie by her. For not a Creature in that 


Houſe can tell what you are, or whence you came. 
And beſides, your Age and thoſe ſmooth Chops of 
yours will make you paſs for a compleat Eunuch. 
Che. Spoken like an Angel! and advis'd like an O. 
racle! —| hugs Parmeno, and is carrying him off.] Com? 
away Boy, let's in and about it, equip me to rights 
now, immediately away with me, and bring me to 
her as faſt as you can for your Life, U 
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Par. ſtruggling.] Hold Sir. what d' ye mean? 
J did but jeſt. 

Che. Pſhaw! That's Nonſence. 

Par. m ruin'd! How like a Fool have I done 
where d'ye thruſt me, Sir? Faith, you had almoſt 
puſſid me on my Noſe . Tis you I ſpeak to, Sir. 
Pray ſtay. 

Che. But I ſay, let's go. 

Par. Are ye reſolv'd upon't then? 

Che. Abſolutely. | 

Par. Have a care you don't make more Haſte than 
good Speed. | 

C5e. No, no, let me alone for that. 

Par. Ah, but my Bones will {mart fort. Oh! 'tis 
2 horrible Villany ! | 

Che. A Villany d'ye call it, for a Man to go into a 
Bawdy-houlſe, and to pay a Company of ]ilts in their 
own Coin: Why, if they make a Trade to abuſe, 
torment and trapan innocent young Men, is it not Ju- 
ſtice and Equity to plague and chouſe them 2gain ? 
Shan't I rather play Tricks with them, than with my 
Father? This I ſhou'd be blam'd for; as tor rather, 
twould be ſaid, I ſerv'd them in their own riod. 

Par. How's this? Well, if ye be fully bent upon't, 
een take your own Courſe; but then don't lay the 
Blame at my door afterwards. 

Che. I won't then. 

Par. And is it your Will to have it ſo? 

Che. Tis my Will to have it ſo, and it muſt be 
ſo, and it ſhall be ſo; and what I have {aid ] wil 
tapd by. | 

Par. Nay then, follovy me. 

Che, Venus and Cupid favour the Deſign. 

{ Exernt Ambo. 


The End of the Second Act. 


F 3 Acr 


FV SH 
mL ELEC PEER EEE EDS 
A-GC:T---MI; 


Thraſo aud Gnatho. 


Thr. WE but was ſhe ſo very thankful then? 
Gn. O yes, Sir, molt hugely, | 

Tyr. And glad at Hewre, ſay ye? 

Gna. O yes, but not ſo much for the Gift as the 
Giver; and for that, let me tell ye, ſhe's plaguil y 
proud on't. 

Enter Parmeno at à diſtance. 

Par. ro him/elf. Im come to watch a fair Oppor- 
tunity to bring my Preſents in too. 
Here's Captain Bell/wag ger. ] Retires to one ſide. 

Thr. Really |] have the luck on't; every thing that 
1 do is moſt wonderfully taking. 

Graz. ] have obſerved as much. 

Thr, The King of Perſia, whenever I did him a 


Kindnets, was always very ſenſible of it: He wasn't 


{to to every body. 

Gina. A ſmart Tongue ſo well hung as yours makes 
all that Glory his own, which others ſo long have 
roil'd for. Thr. Right, Boy. 

Gia. The King has you in his Eye then? 

Thr, Right again. 

. And loves to have you there. 

Ihr. No doubt on't. — Nay more, truſted his 
whole Army to my Conduct, and follows my Advice 
in cvery thing. 

Cina. Prodigious! 

thr. Then if he chanc'd to be weary of Company 
or Buſineis, and had a Mind to take a little Eaſe 
as tho you know what I mean, 

Ga. Yes, Sir: As tho' when he had a mind to 
clear his Stomach, as a-body may ſo hh of all Con- 
cerns 

Thr. Right, then would * tale me to him Hand 
to Hitt, Gna. 


-But hold! 
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Gna. Ay, marry Sir! This is a King indeed. 
Thr. Oh! He's a Man of a Thoufaänd. 
G14. Ycs, one of a Million—if he chuſe you for 
his Companion. Aſide. 
_ Thr. All the Officers envy'd me, and grumbi d at 
me behind my Back: I didn't value it a Straw; they 
envy'd we damnably. But above all, one who had 
the Charge of the Indian Elephants. This Fellow 
being more troubleſome than the reſt, Prithee Strato, 
ſaid I, Why ſo plaguy Big? Is it becauſe you are Lord 
over a Parcel of * Beaſts? | 
na. Neat.y ſaid, iaith, and ſhrevidly.—PBleſs me! 
You overthrew Man and Bealt.— What laid he, Sir? 
Thr. Not a Word. 
Gna. Nay, I don't know how he ſhou'd. 
Par. Bleſs me! This Captain's the blindeſt Cox- 
comb, and t'other the vileſt Raſcal Jever ſaw. ¶Aſide. 
Thr. M hat think ye, Gnatho? Did J ever tell ye hows 
ſharp I was on the young Modian Spark at a heaſt? 
Gna. Never, Sir, let's hear it, ] pray. He has 
told it me a thoujand times. [| 4jrde. 
Thr. This Rhodian Spark, I told ye of, was with 
me at a Feaſt, where by chance I had a ſmall Girl; 
this Strippling began to be ſweet upon her, and wag- 
gith upon me too. How hom, 5014 ee SAUCE 
ox, ( faid 17 your re Mans Meat your ed, aud yet 
have a mind to n Tit-btt. 
Gna, Ha, ha, he. 
Thr. What's the Matter? Hah! | 
Gia. Very tine, ſharp, and delicate; that cou'dn't 
be mended.— But, piay Sir, was this al: your owa ? I 
took it for an l one. | 
Thr. M hy, did jou ever hear't before? 
Ga. Yes, Sir, very often: And it tahes extreamly. 
Ir. I'll allure you, 'twas al: my own, 
Gra. I'm {or ry you were 10 ſharp upon the fooliſh 
young Gent.cma 
Par. Ah, the De il take thee for a Raſcal, [ Aue. 
G14. Pray, Sir, what did he jay then? _ | 
F.3 Ihr. 
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Thr, He was quite daſh'd out of Countenance ; 
and the whole Company was ready to die with 
Laughing. After that, every body was plaguy wary 
of meddling with me. 

Gna. And well they might. 

Thy. — Put hark ye, Gnatho, had I beſt clear 
my ſeif to Thais from the Jealoulic ſhe has of my 
being in love with Pamphila ? 

Gna. Let that be the leaſt of your Thoughts; but 
rather give her more cauſe to be Jealous. 

Thr. Why ſo? 

Gna. That's a Queſtion: Don't ye apprehend me, 
Sir? Shou'd ſhe but ſpeak a Word of Phedrie, or of- 
fer to commend him on purpole to plague you. 

Thr. 1 hat. | 

Gna. Your only way to prevent that, is, whenever 
The names Phedrie, be ſue you hit her in the Teeth 
with Pampbila; if ſhe cries, Let's have Phedrie to be 
merry with us, do you anſwer, Aud Pamphila to give 
ws a Song: If ſhe praiſe his Shope, extol her Face: 
And be iure give her a Rowland for her Oliver, and 
that will vex her to the Heart. 

Tyr. Ay, if ſhe lov'd me, this might do, Gnatho. 

Gza. As long as ſhe defires and loves your Preſents, 
you may lay your Life ſhe loves you. So long you may 
venture to teaze her; ſhe'll always be afraid leſt any 
anzry Word ſhou'd turn the ſtream of your Bounty 
another way. 

Thy. Thou ſay'ſt right - Why, I never fo much 
as dream d of this before. | 

Gna. A good Jeſt i' faith: Sure you didn't give your 
Mind to't ; for had you ſet your Wits about it, your 
Contrivance wou'd ha' been worth fifty of mine. 
| To them enter Thais attended by Pythia. 

Tha. I fancy'd I heard the Captain's Tongue juſt 
now.——Oh, here he is My dear Hero, weicom. 

| | [ Hrgs him, 

Thr. Oh, my ſweet Thais, my dear Honey, how is't. 
— Don't ye loye me now, for giving you this pretty 
Wench ? | Par, 
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Par. Admirably i'faith! how nobly he opens the 
Campaign. [ Aide. 
Tha. Oh, Sir, I'm eternally oblig d to you fort. 
Gna. Let's in to Supper, I {ay : way this dollying ? 

Par. Here's another too! Faith one wou'd iwear 
he is the Captain's Baſtard, they're ſo like one ano- 
ther. { 4{ide, 

Thr. 72 Gna.] As ſoon as you will, for I am ready. 

Par. advancing. nigher.] II to her, and make as 
tho' I juſt came trom home.— Are you going 
abroad, Madam? [Aide to I hais, 

Tha. to him.] Oh Parmeno! troth you are come 
very lucky, 1 Was juſt a going out. 

Pur. Whither, iVladam ? 

Tha. Why, dont ye ſee this Gentieman here? 

| U Aſtd eto Him. 

Par. I do fee him, with a Pox, to my torrow.— 
When you pleaſe, Madam, my Maſter's Preſents are 
at your Service. [ Aloud. 

Thr. What do we ſtay for? why don't we jog on? 

Par. to Thraſo.] May it pleaſe your Honcur, by your 
leave; firſt let me make my Pretents as I was order'd, 
and go and have a little harmleſs Chat with the Lady. 

Thr. Special Preſents! I'll warrant ye, not to be 
nam'd the {ame day with mine. [ Zeeringly, 

Par. The Tryal's all goes towards Laches's 
Houſe. | Soho! within there! ſend out the Perſons I 
order'd. Enter the Blackamoor | Here, advance 
forward. - —— Here's a Laſs come from as far as 
Preſtor Folm's Country. | 
. Thr. I can have as good for ſeven or eight Guineas, 

Gna. Ay, and a better too. 

Par. to them within.) You-lir Dorus, where are ye? 
Stand forth, Boy. Here's your Eunuch for ye 
then {ee what a pretty Look he has got, and 


Juſt in the prime of his age. [ Enter Cherea 
dreſt up like the Eunuch, 

Thy. As I hope to be fav'd, a very tight Fellow. 
Par. What ſay ye now, Mr. Gnatho? D'ye ſpy a- 
"£4 by 
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ny Faults here? And you, Noble Captain ? .— 
what, never a Word? =—>— That's Commendation 
enoughoftall Conſcience. Try him in the School's, 
Field, Mulick, or where you will, you'll tind he has 
the Education of a Gentleman. 

Tir, For a Need that Eunuch wou'd down well 
enough, tho' a Man was ſober. [ Aſzde to Gnatho. 

Par. And yet, Madam, the Gentieman that made 
theie Prejents doesn't deſire to be your only Fovourite, 
nor that all others ſhou'd be thruſt out of doors tor his 
take: He doesn't tell you Romantick Stories of his 
Fights and Duels, nor yet boaſt of his Wounds and 
Scars; neither dozs he ſtand in your Light, as a cer- 
tain Perion that fhall be nameleſs. But when it ſhall 
be no trouble to you, Madam, when you pleaſe, and 
your Ladyſhip is at Leiſure, he thinks it favour e- 
unough to be then admitted. 

Thr. Tis evident this Vellow has got ſome poor 
Grubſireet Merchant for his Maſter. 

Gna. Faith like enough; for he wou'dn't keep this 
Fellow ſo long, had he a Shilling in bis Pocket to 
hire him a better. 

Par. Peace, Dog. Thou art not worthy to 
be kick d- If you can ſtoop to flatter him [ pointing 
to the Ciptain) thus, you'd be content to do the moſt 
{ordid thing in the World for a Livelihood. | 

Thr. Shall we ſtay to hear this Fellow prate ? 

| [ Argrily. 

Tha. I'M only juſt ſtep in with theſe, and order 
my Maids what to do, and I'll be back again in an 


inſtant. Exenunt Thais, Che. and the Black, 
Thr. I'll go before but do you ſtay and wait up- 
on my Miiteis, | [to Gnatho, 


P;y. Fie i 'tis beneath a General to Squire his 
own Miſtreſs. | oF 
Tir, to Parmeno. } Why ſhou'd I ſpend my Breath 
upon thee? Like Maſter like Man. 
Exit Parmeno. 


Gna. Ha, ha, he. 


Thr. 


* 
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Thr. What d'ye laugh at? [Somem/ar fx. 
Gna. Why, what you juſt now ſaid: Eelides, you 
put me in mind ot the Rhodiar Spark, and ] cou du't 
torbear. But here's Madam Thats again, 
Re-euter Thais, Pythia, and A:terdants, 
Tir. Run home, and ſce that all the Room: be ready. 
Gna. I'm gone, Sir. *r Gnat ho. 
Tha. 0 Pyt hia.] Be ſure Pyehia ibs care to do 
what [ bid ye —— It Mr, Cremes ſhou'd chance to 
come to day, delire him to ſtay a lictle 4 it 2228: in 
haſte, beg him to come another time; if he c 
that, fend him over to the Captain's co me. 
Pyth. T will, Madam. | 
1ha. Hold! had ſomething elſe to fay,—T er r 
fee, ———O, I remember't. —— Be {ure you make 
much of the young Gentlewoman. Do you keep home. 
Exit Pythia, 


Thr. Now let's march. 
Ia. Do you toltove me. Joie Attendants. 
As they go off one way, enter Chremes alone 
At, other WAY. 

Cir. In troth the more I think and chew vpon 
this bulineſs, the more I'm afraid that this Thats 
ſhould play me ſome plaguy Dog-trick or other; 
1 lind my ſelf damnab y wheedP'd by her. When 
lie firſt ſent for me, any Man mn: ght live won» 
der'd what Buſineſs I had there; Faich I couldn't 
tel! my ſelf: but when J Gme, ſic immediately 
caſts about for Fetches and Excuſes to make me 
tarry. I have ( fays ſhe) juſt now been at my De- 
votion, therefore more fit to diſcourſe of grave and 
ſerious Matters. At that my Heat miſgave me pla- 
guily. She drew, a Chair and fat down by me, and 
tzwning upon me, ſhe, began to puny tor Diicourie, 
V/ hen the had nothing e Te to ſay, ſhed fall a a>k- 
ing Me, How loag my Father and Mother had been 
lead: I told her, a pretty while ſence. Then. when 
er I had not a Seat at Sun o, and how jar it ſtood 
F the Sea, Pox! I believe ſhe liked the Situation: 
| F 5 her 
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her ſelf, and had a mind to gull me out on't. And 
laſtly, If I Hhadn't loft a young Siſter thence? and who 
was with her then? What ſhe had about her when 
loft ? Whether twas poſſible for one to know her again ? 
and ſuch- like Stuff, I can't imagin why the De'il 
| the ask'd all theſe Queſtions, without ſhe deſigns to 
put her ſelf upon me inſtead of this loſt Siſter, as it 


15s the Impudence of theſe Jades. However, if ſhe 


is alive, ſhe is juſt Sixteen and no more; but this 
fame Thais is ſomewhat older than my ſelf. She has 
ſent again, to beg of me very earneſtly to come. Nov 
let her tell her Buſineſs plain, or trouble me no more. 
Il be hang'd if ſhe catch me here a third time. Soho! 
within there! Soho! | [ knocks at the Door, 

Pyth. within.) Who's there ? 

Chr. Tis IJ, my Name's Chremes. 

Enter Pythia. 
Pyth. My pretty little Squire, is it you? 
Chr. $0,-—1 ſaid as much, this wheedling bodes 
no good. | Aſide, 

Pyth. My Lady humbly deſires you to come again 
to morrow. | 

Chr. Pm going into the Country, 

Pyth. For Love's ſake, Sir, do. 

Chr. I tell you plainly 1 can't. 

Pyth. Why then, Sir, ſtay but a little till my Lady 
comes back. 

Chr. Faith I don't intend it. 

Pyth. Why not, dear Mr. Chremes? [Fawningly. 

Chy, Pox take ye for a diſſembling Baggage. 

Pyth. Well, if you be reſolv'd, 1 beſeech ye, Sir, 
to give your ſelf the trouble of ſtepping over to her 
where ſhe is. 3 

Chr. ] don't care if I do that. Mears: 

Pyth. to them within, ] Doria! [Enter Doria] Go. 
quickly and ſhew that Gentleman over to the Cap- 
tain's, 555 Exeunt ſeverally, 

| Enter Antipho alone. | 

Ant, Yeſterday a knot of God. cle of us were 
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t together at Pireo, where we clubb'd to have a 
eaſt to day. We choſe Cherea for our Steward. The 
Forfeits were all laid down, and Time and Place a- 
greed upon. The Time's paſt, and at the Place they 
know nothing on't ; our Gentleman-Steward has 


given us the flip, and faith I can't tell what to fay 
or think o'th' Buſineſs. The reſt of the Company 


have imploy'd me to hunt about for him; I think 


I'd as good call in at his Father's ———s[ diſcovering 
Cherea. ] But who is yonder a coming out of T7ais's: 
Houſe ? Is it he, or is it not he As J live *tis he. 
Heyday ! What a Toy of a Man have we got here? 
What means this Diſguiſe ? —— What unaccountable 
Freak is this? Tam puzzl'd, and can't imagin for my 
Heart what's the Matter : whatſoever it be, I will 


know before I ſtir a foot. [Retires 4 little on one ſide. 


Enter Cherea, looking cautiouſly about. 

Che. zo himſelf ſoftly.) But is no body here now? 
Not a Mortal. Does no body dog me? —— Not 
ſo much as my Shadow. Shall Inow give vent 
to my ſwelling Joys ?—— Oh Heavens! what wou'd 
I give for ſome good body to cut my Throat imme- 
diately, that in the height of 2 may end my 
Life without the leaſt daſh of Misfortune.— hut is 


there never a curious inquiſitive Fellow following 


me cloſe upon the Heel, to deafen and murder me 
with Queſtion upon Queſtion at every turn? as, 
Why fo tranſported ? Why ſo wonderful merry! Whi- 
ther away ſo faſt ? Whence came ye? Where got ye this 
Garb? What Frolick's this? Are ye in your Wits? or 
are 2 ftark mad? 1 | 

nt. ad vancing nigher. ] Faith, Il cen up to him, 
and do him that Favour my ſelf, Cberea, What 
is t you chuckle at ſo? What means this Fool's Coat? 
Why ſo merry about the Mouth? Hey brave! What 
dye mean? D'ye pretend to be in your Wits? What 
ye ſtare for? ¶ Here they tare one upon another. I 
What, never a Word? b GT, 
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Che. Huzza! This is a Day of Jubilee! well met, 
old Soul! Gad take me, there's not a Man alive 1'd 
have wiſh'd for ſo ſoon as thy dear ſelt. 

Ant. Prithee tell me this mighty buſineſs. 

Che. And prithee, dear Rogue, prepare thy ſelf to re- 
cei ve it then. I ſuppoſe you know my Brother's Mi- 
ſtreſs. 

Ant. Yes; you meen Thais, I ſuppoſe. 

Che. The very ſame. 

Ant. I thought I knew her. 

Che. This day a pretty young Female was preſent- 
ed to her. But why ſhou'd I ſtand prating and com- 
mending her charming Face to thee, my Friend, when 
thou know'ſt fo well what a Critick I am in Beau- 
ties? In ſhort, ſhe fired my Blood. 

Ant. Say you ſo? 

Che. Ay Boy, had you but ſeen her, I'm ſure you'd 
fay ſhe was the Mirrour of her Sex. But to leave Im- 
pertinencies, I was preſently in up to the Ears; and 
as good Luck wou'd have it, we hid an Eunuch at 
home, which my Brother bought for his Miſtreſs, 
but wasn't yet deliver'd to her. Our Man Parmeno 
gave me an Item of a Deſign, which 1 immediately 
put in execution. 

Ant. And what was that? 

Che. Be patient and you'll hear't the ſooner. It 
was to change Cloaths with the Eunuch, and for me 
to be preſented inſtead of him. 

Ant, What, for the Eunuch! 

Che. Ev'n ſo, old Boy. 15 

Ant. Prithee what ad vantage could you propoſe ta 
your ſelf by that? 5 
Che. That's worth the asking indeed; why to ſee 
her, diſcourſe with her, and be alone with the pretty 
Creature I lov'd, ye Rogue. And d'ye make no- 
thing of this now? — In ſhort, preſented I. was to 
Tals, who as ſoon as ſhe receiv'd me, very joyfully 
brought me home, and committed the beautiful Crea- 
ture to my Charge. | | 

Ant. To whole charge? To thine? Cze. 
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Che. Yes, to mine? 

Ant. Marry ſhe was in ſafe hands! 

Ce. She order'd, that not a Man ſhould come nigh 
her but my ſelf, and charg'd me not to ſtir a ſtep 
from her; and, that ite and I ſhou'd be alone toge- 
ther in the Parlour, I look'd as it Butter wow'dn't 
melt in my Mouth, and cry'd, Yes Madam. 

Ant. The Lord help thee. 

Ce. She tod me {he was going out to Supper; and 
with that drevv all her Train after her, except a few 
raw New-comers to attend the fair Stranger. Thoſe 
prepar'd a Bath for my Angel: I urg'd 'em to ha- 
ſten it as much as they cou'd. Whilſt they were a- 
bout it, this ſweet Creature was ſitting in a With- 
drawing Room, caſting her Eyes upon a fair Piece, 
which was the Picture of Jupiter, who (as the Story 
goes) came down into Danae's Lap in a Shower of 
Gold. I made bold to dart a Look that way too, 
and finding how like the Intrigue was to mine, I 
cou'dn't but be ten times the more tickl'd at the Con- 
ceit on't. That a very God thou'd transform himſelf 
intoa Mortal, and privately ſteal through the Tyles of 
another Man's Houſe, and ſo drop like a Shower into 
his Miſtreſſes Arms. But what God, thought I, was 
this? Why, no leſs a God than the Thunderer himſelf, 
who ſhakes the Battlements of Heaven. And ſhou'd 
Fleſh and Blood refuſe to follow his Example? I'll 
do't, and with all my Soul too. While theſe Thoughts 
were working in my Head, they call'd her away to 
the Bath; ſhe goes, ſhe waſhes, ſhe comes back, and 
then they put her to Bed. I ſtood waiting for the 
Word of Command. At laſt comes one to me, Pri- 
thee do you, Dorus, take this Fan, and cool the young 


Gentle woman thus, the time we are bathing. When © 


we have lone, you may bathe if you ve a mind tot. 
Ant. Id a — the whole World almoſt t'have 
ſeen that impudent Face of thine at that time; how 


you carry'd your ſelf, and how hke a great Booby you 
manag d the Fan. | 


Coe, 
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Che. The Words were ſcarce out of her Mouth, 
but they all ruſh'd out of the Room to the Bath, and 
ſet up a Gaggle, as Servants do when their Maſter's 
Back's turn d. Mean time my dear Lady falls into a 
ſweet Sleep; with that J cunningly caſts a Sheep's 
Eye askiew through the Fan, [ ſhewing him how he 
loo d] and took a ſide- long Glance round the Room, 
to ſee that the Coaſt was clear I finding all 
right, made faſt the Door. 

Ant. What then, brave Boy? 

Che. How ? what then, Simpleton ! 

Ant. Ay, Simpleton indeed ! 

Che. Shou d I have neglected ſuch a ſhort, wiſh'd-tor, 
and unexpected Opportunity, when it dropt into my 
very Mouth, I muſt ha been a very Eunuch indeed then. 

Ant. Faith Boy, thou'rt in the right. But in the 
mean time what's become of our Treat? 

Che. Tis juſt ready. | 

Ant. Troth, thou'rt a brave Fellow. But where 
1s't? At your Houſe ? 

Che. No; at old Harry Platters, 

Ant. That's a plaguy way off. 

Che. We muſt go the faſter then, that's all. 

Ant. But won't you change your Cloaths ? 
Che. How can I? Pox on't! I'mquitebaniſh'd home, 
for fear my Brother ſhou'd ſee me, and what's worſe, 
left my old Father ſhou'd be come out of the Country. 
Ant. Why then cen let's go to our Houſe, that's 
the nigheſt Place I can think o& to ſhift your ſelf. : 
Che. That's right; let's away then, and Jay our 
Heads together, how my Dear may be tor ever mine. 
Unt. A Match then.  [Exennt Ambo. 


We End of the Third Aft. « 
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Doria alone, with a Casket under her Arm. 


S I'm a living Soul, as much as I can gather 

4 from the Captain's Humour, I'm terribly a- 
fraid this Swaggerer ſhould make ſome Diſturbance to 
day, and fall foul upon my Lady. For as ſoon as young 
Chremes, the Gentlewoman's Brother, came thither, 
ſhe askt leave of the Captain to have him admitted. 
He began to huff and be angry, but yet durſt not deny 
her. Beſides, my Lady urg d him to deſire the Gen- 
tleman to fir down and welcome, becauſe ſhe'd have 
him ſtay there, for this wasn't a proper time to tell 
him all ſhe had a mind to about his Siſter. At laſt, 
with a dogged Look, he coldly bids him welcome. 
The Gentleman ſtaid, and my Lady began to diſcourſe. 
This Captain H«f-cap imagining he had been a Rival 
brought under his Noſe to affront him, thought he 
would do ſomething that ſhould plague her too. Hark 
ye, ſays he, go for Pamphila, zo give us a Song. By no 
means in the World, cries my Lady; What ſhould ſuch 
a Wench do at a Feaſt? The Captain being ſet upon't 
fell to wrangling. Mean time the cunning Creature 
whips her Gold and Jewels into this Casket, and ſlipt it 
into my Hand to carry off; which is a certain ſign 
the won't be long behind, as ſoon as ſhe can get away. 

Enter Phedrie at a diſtance. 

Phe. As I was walking to our Country-houſe up- 
on the Road, (as tis uſual with People when they _ 
are uneaſy ) a thouſand Thoughts came running into 
my Head one after another, which I took all in the 
worſt Senſe: To be ſhort, whilſt I was muſing on theſe 
things, I paſsd by my Houſe unawares, and had got 
half a Mile before I perceiv'd it; upon that I turn'd 
back with a Heart as heavy as Lead... When I uſt 


_- 
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juſt got by the way to the Houſe, I ſtood ſtill, and be- 
gan to think thus with my ſelf: What! muſt I be 
Fired to ſtay here eight and forty long Hours without 
her?: hat of all that ?— A meer trifle —- How a 
trifle ?! — What if I can't kiſs her Hand, yet "tis very 
hard if I can't have one look at her? If I cant have 
one, ſure I may have the other: *Tis better to be almoſt 
diftanc'd, than to be quite thrown out of the Race. 
With that I went by on purpoſe. But hold, what 
makes Pythia run out of Doors in ſuch a Fright? 
Enter Pythia Looking about. 


Pyth. 70 her ſelf.] Where's this OI 
Creature. Wretch that TI am! Where ſhall I find him? 


Or where ſhall I look for him? That ever any Man 
ſhou'd have the Impudence to offer at ſuch a Villany ! 
Phe. Alas! my Heart miſgives me ſtrangely. [ Aſide. 
Pyth. to her ſelf. ] Nay, more than that, after the 
Villain had abus'd the Girl, he tears her Cloaths, and 
drags her up and down by the Hair o'th* Head. 
Phe. How's this! „ Li. 
Pyth. to her ſelf.] O that I had but the Rogue in my 
Clutches now! How I Would claw the Eyes of 
the Whore's-bird! 

Phe. I can't imagin what great Diſorder here has 
been in my Abſence. Il e en ſtep to her. Aide. 
to Pythia.] What's the Matter? Whither in ſuch 
haſte ? Whom d' ye look for, Pythia? 

Pyth. Hah, Mr. Phedri-! Whom look for, ſay ye? 
a Curſe upon you and your precious Preſents both to- 
gether. | 

Phe. Prithee tell me what's the Matter? 

P!)yth. The Matter, quoth'a ? Your Eunuch 
that you gave us, what wicked Work has he made 
here? He, has gone and raviſh'd the young Gentle- 
woman the Captain gave my Lady. 1 
Phe. ina maxe.] What ſay ' ſt thou? 
Pyth. I'm quite undone. 8 1 
Phe. Ay, and drunk too, I think. 
-. Pyth. Would the worſt of mine Enemies were as 
Krunk as I am, : . 
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Dor. O Law, Pythia, wasn't it a very prodigious 
thing, ha | e 
Phe. Thou'rt certainly mad. —How is't poſſi- 
ble for an Eunuch to do this? | 
Pyth. I can't tell what he was; but what he has 
done, tis plain. The poor young Creature is all in 
Tears, neither can ye get one Word from her. 'This 
precious Rogue hides his Head now. I'm wofully 
afraid he has tinger'd ſomewhat out o'th' Houſe too, 
when he ran away. EN * 
Phe. Tis a wonder to me ſuch a Limber-hamm'd 
Dog ſhou'd get out of fight ſo ſoon, unleſs he has 
hous'd himſelf at my Fathers. 
Pyth, Dear Sir, ſtep in and ſee. 
Phe. You ſta!l know that preſently. Exit Phedrie. 
Dor. O Gemini! Prithee, my Dear, did you ever 
hear of ſuch a horrid Prank before? I never did. 
Pyih. Truly I have heard ſay, theſe Eunuchs are 
great Admirers of fine Women, but can do nothing 
but {labber them over. But I, like a lilly Jade as I 
was, never thought of this: If I had, I ſhou'd have 
lockt up my Gentleman, and have kept the Girl far 
enough from his reach. 54 | 
Re- enter Phedrie, dragging in Dorus by the Ears. 
Phe. Come out you infamous Dog! What, 
d'ye hang an Arſe ye Runagate Scoundrel? 
Thou damnable Bargain, out of your Kennel, 
Dor. Good Sir ! | 
Phe. Do but ſec what a damn'd Friday- face the Jail- 
bird makes? How came you hither again ?—-Why 
this change of Habit, I pray? What anſwer, Dog? 
ſtaid but a minute longer, Pythia, I had Had 1 miſs'd 
o'th* Rogue, you ſee he's juſt equipt for the March. 
Pyth. O dear, Sir, have ye met with the Raſcal? 
Phe. Met with him! Ay. wo” 
Pyth. That's good Luck indeed. 
Dor. Ay, ſpecial good Luck, upon my Word. 
Pyth. What ha' ye done with him ? $0 
| #Fhe. Done with him! Can't ye ſee before ye? 
+ "Pyith. Whom ſhould I ſce? Phe. 
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The. This Fellow here. [pointing to Dorus. 
Pyth. What of this Fellow here? 3 

Phe. The ſame that was ſent to your Houſe to day. 
Pyth. I dare ſwear, Sir, none of our Houle e er 


ſet Eye upon him. 


Phe. Sure they were blind then. 

Pyth. Pray, Sir, can ye believe this to be the Man 
that was brought to our Houſe? 

Phe. Believe it, the De'il a one elſe had J to ſend. 

Pyth, Fie! there's no Compariſon to be made 
between this and that; for that other had a fine Air, 
and look'd like a Gentleman. - 

Phe. Ay, ſo you thought, becauſe he had got his 
gay Clothes on ; now he has alter'd his Habit, you 
take him for an ugly Creature. 

Pyth. Pray, Sir, don't per ſwade me to't, as if there 
were no more difference than that comes to. Why, 
he that we had to day was ſuch a fine young Fellow, 
twould ha' done your Heart good to have ſeen him. 
This is a dry, decrepit, drouzy-headed Fumbler, and 
books like a Wheazle. 

Phe. Sdeath! W hat ſtuff's this You've brought 
me to that paſs, that for my part I know not w 
I've done my ſelf, — Come hither, Sirrah, [to Dorus] 
Didn't I buy ye, and pay for ye? 

Dor. Ves, an't pleaſe ye. 

Pytb. Now, pray, Sir, let me have one pul at him. 

Phe. Do ſo. 1 

Pyth. Were you at our Houſe to day | He ods | 
Look ye, he denies it He that Parmeno brought 


was but Sixteen. 


Phe. Well, Ill at him once again my ſelf. Firſt tell 
me how you came by theſe Cloaths. What, ha' you 
loft your Tongue? — Ye ugly Dog, why don't ye 
anſwer me? | 


Dor. One Mr. Cherea came 


Phe. Not my Brother, I hope. 
Dor. Yes, Sir. Phe. When? 
Dor. To diy, Phe. How long ago? 


)? 


gave me theſe Cloaths 
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Dor. But a little while, 

Phe. Who did he come with ? 

Dor. Parmeno, an't pleaſe ye. 

Phe. Did you know him before? 

Dor. No, Sir, nor ever heard of his Name. 

Phe. How came ye then to know 'twas my Brother? 
Dor. Parmeno told me O. And *twas Cherea 


Phe. Confuſion ! 

Dor. And put on mine, and away they went 
together. 

Pyth. to Phedrie.] So, Sir, who's drunk now ? 
*T was I filld your Head with Stories, wasn't it? Now 
tis as clear as the Sun, that the poor Gentlewoman's 


 Taviſh'd. [ Meeps. 


Phe. Away, ye Beaſt.— D'ye believe one Word 
this Fellow prates? - 

Fyth. A Fig for believing: The thing's plain e- 
nough it ſelf. | 

Fhe. ſoftly to Dorus. ] Come a little this way; 
D'ye mind me, Sirrah ?-—— Nigher yet. That's 
well. Let me hear this Buſineſs once again. Did 
Cherea take your Cloaths from ye? | 

Dor. He did, Sir. | 

Phe. And put em on himſelf? 

Dor. Yes, Sir. 

Phe. And was ſent hither in your ſtead, 

Dor. Yes, that he was. | | 

Phe. Oh Heavens! this is the moſt wicked impu- 
dent Dog living. [ Aloud in a Paſſion, 

Pyth. Alas Sir! are ye not convinc'd that we have 
been moſt baſely abus'd ? EN 2240 

Phe. No wonder if a crack'd Chamber-maid be- 
lieves this Scoundrel : [ Angrily to Pyth, ] But 
the truth on't is, I'm ſomewhat gravel'd my ſelf, 
[ Softly ] Hark ye, Sirrah, deny all, or I'll cut 
your Throat. [aſide to Dorus Can't I rack the 
Truth out of ye to day? Did ye ſee my Brother Che- 
rea? loud to Dorus. 

; Dor. 


* 
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Dor. No indeed, Sir. [ Fearfwlly. 

Phe. 1 ſee there's nothing to be done without 
Blows, —— This way, ye Dog. He hunts coun- 
ter, Down o' your Knees, and ask me Pardon. 

Aſide to Dorus. 

Dor. kneeling.) Good Sir, I beſeech ye forgive me. 

Phe. Into your kennel then. 

Dor. Hey, hey. [Runs out howling. 

Phe. Faith, I cou'dn't tell how to make a fair 
come-off without this Stratagem. If ſo, the thing's 
paſt cure. [ Aſide] D'ye think, ye Raſcal, to 
malt a Makegame of me? [Aloud to Dorus. 


Exit after him. 
Pyrh. My Life on't, this damn'd Plot is of Parme- 
no's contriving. 


Dor. you may ſwear it. 

Pyth. Vfaith I'll pay him in his own Coin before I 
Neep.- But prithee, Doria, what wou'd(t ad- 
viſe me in the Caſe? 


Dor. You mean, in the young Gentlewoman O 
Buſineſs? 


Pyth. Ves, whether we had beſt keep it to our 
ſelves, or tell on't. 

Dor. In troth, if you're wise take no notice of 
the Eunuch, or the Girl either; for by that means 
you'll keep out of cane pi + and oblige our Lady 
beſides. * You need only ſay, The Eunuch has given 
us the ſlip. Y 

Pyth. I'll follow your Counſel, 

Dor. But vonder comes Mr. * La- 
dy isn't far behind em. 

Pyth. What makes ye think ſo? 

Dor. Becauſe the Captain and ſhe were almoſt : at 
Daggers drawing when left em. 

Pyth. Then away with the Casket, quick : -— 
Ti earn of this Gentleman what's to do. 
Iv her enter Chremes half drunk. 
j- Chr. to himſelf. ] Hey-dazy! — I ha been finely 
nah i faith. - This Wine has been to hard tor 


Mme. 
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me. The time I was toaping, II thought my 
ſelf as ſober as a Judge, —-But when I came to try 
my Legs, Sbud, my Feet nor my Head knew not 
which was to go uppermoſt. 

Pyth. Oh, Mr. Chremes ! 

Chr. Who's that ? Oh, the pretty, pretty 

thia ! Why, thou'rt worth forty of the Pychias I 

w laſt. | 

Pyth. And upo' my Word, you're torty times more 
pleaſant than you were before. 

Chr. The old Saying's very true, If it wasn't for 
Meat and good Drink, the Women might gnaw the 
Sheets. But your Miſtreſs has been come home 
a long time, I ſuppole. | | 
- Pyth, Why, is the come from the Captain's then? 

Chr. Oh, a damnable while,—— They were quar- 
reling like Dog and Cat. 

Pyth. Didn't ſhe deſire ye to follow her ? | 

Chr. No, ſhe only tipt a Wink at me as ſhe went 
away. | | 

Pyth. And wasn't that Item enough? 

Chr. No i' faith; I cou'dn't tell what her winking 
and twinkling meant, till the Captain very civilly 
| wy me to underſtand it, by thruſting me head and 

oulders after her. But ſee, ſhe's upon the back 
on's already. I wonder what Devil brought 
me hither before her. Euter Thais. 

Tha. zo her ſelf.] I believe this hectoring Bully will 
be upon my Back preſently, to take away the Girl 
by force: Ay, let him come; if he offers to touch 
her but with one Finger, I'iIl pluck his Eyes out — 
I can away with his Impertinencies and big Words, 
as long as they are but Words, but i faith if he comes 
to touch our Copyhold once, I'll make him ſmart for't, 

| { Angrily. 

Chr. Ah Madam, I've been here a long while. 

Tha. My dear Chremes, *twas you I wanted; Arn't 
you ſenſible this Quarrel was upo* your account, and 
the Whole Buſineſs a Concern of yours? "a 
1 8 Chr. 


on 
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Chr. Of mine! pray how ſo? As if I had been 

Tha. Whilſt I'm taking pains to help you to your 
Siſter, and reſtore her to ye, I'm forc'd to ſit down 
with theſe and a thouſand ſuch like Affronts. 

Chr. Pray, Madam, where is ſhe now ? 

Tha. At home at my Houle, 

Chr. Hah! [ concernedly, 

Tha. What's the Matter ? You needn't fear, for her 
Education hasn't been beneath her ſelf, or you either. 

Chr. What's that you ſay? 

Tha. Nothing but the Truth. I freely give her to 
ye, and ſhan't expect a Farthing for my pains. 

Chr. I thank ye, Madam, atid I ſhall endeavour to 
make ye amends when Time ſerves, | 

Tha. but have a care, Sir, you don't loſe her be- 
fore you have her, for tis ſhe the Captain is coming 
to plunder us of by force of Arms.—D'ye hear, Py- 
thia, run in and fetch the Casket and Tokens, quick. 
Chr. diſcovering Thraſo and his Party.] D'ye ſee 
dem Madam: 5 

Pyth. Where is't ſet, Madam? - 
Tha. I'th' Cheſt of Drawers, D' ye move no 


faſter, ye Baggage? Exit Pythia. 
Chr. What an Army has this Fellow muſter d up 
againſt ye! Lamentable! | 


Tha. What, Cow-hearted! my Dear? | 
Chr. Pſhaw, I Cow-hearted! I'm as bold as a 
Tha. Ay, and ſo you had need. | 

Chr. Ah, Madam, I doubt ye take me for a 
ſtrange Fellow. ; 

_ Tha. However, take this for your Comfort, this 
Fellow you're to deal with is a perfect Stranger, has 
leſs Intereſt, leſs Acquaintance, and fewer Friends to 
back him than you. | 

Chr. That I know too: But 'tisn't for a wiſe Man 


Lon. [Struts. 


to ſtand behind an Aſs when he kicks. I'd rather pre- 


vent a Quarrel before-hand, than revenge it after- 
A 3 
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tributions. 
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whilſt I run to the Piazza and fetch the Conſtable to 
keep the Peace. Going off. 

Tha. catching him by the Cloak. ] Hold, Sir. 
Chr. 1 had better go. | 
Tha. Stand your ground pray. [till holding him. 
Chr. Pray let me go, I'll be back again in an inſtant. 
Tha. Sir, you need not call any help. do 
but tell him ſhe is your Siſter, and that you loſt her 
when ſhe was young, and are now come to the know - 
ledge of her: Then ſhew him the Tokens. 
Re- enter Pythia with the Casket, 
Pyth. Here they are, Madam. | 
Tha. Do you take em, Sir. [Chr. takes the 
Casket.} If he offers the leaſt violence, you may have 
him before his Betters. You underſtand me. 
Chr. Yes, very well. 
Tha, Be ſure you ſpeak this with a good Courage. 
Chr. Edad, and ſo 1 will. [ ſtruts and puts his 
| Arms a-kimbow. 
Ta. Up with your Cloak, Man——Dear heart! 
T've pitch'd upon a Champion that wants one him- 
ſelf. (Aſide) Exeunt on one fide. 


Enter on t'other ſide Thraſo, Gnatho, Sanga, Servants 


with Linkboys, n Shovels, Diſhelouts, Kc. © 
Wr. Prithee Gnatho, is't for a Man of Honour to 
put up ſuch a notorious Affront as this? Pl! die upo' 


th' ſpot firſt Simalio, Dorax, Syriſcus, follow your 


Leader. Firſt I'll ſtorm their Caſtle. 

Gna. Very well. 

Thr. Then Tl! carry off the Damſel triumphantly. 

Gna. Better and Better. | 

Thr. And laſtly, I'll put the Jilt under ſevere Cons 

*  Gna. Beſt of all. 

Thr. Advance, Dorax, with your Truncheon, and 
command the main Bedy. - Simalio, command 
you the left Wing; and you, Syriſcus, the right. 
Where are the reſt? Where's Captain Sanga with his 
e ee, dag 

San, Here, Sir. 


90 i ave 


Thr. to Sang.] Ye lazy Son of a Whore! D'ye 
think to engage the Enemy with a Diſhclout ? What 
did ye bring that for? 

San. Who I, Sir? Why, I knew the Proweſs of 
my General, and the Courage of his Souldiers, ſo 
well, that they cou'd never part without Blood and 
Wounds; ſo I brought this to wipe em withal. 

Thr. Where's all the reſt of em? 

San. The reſt, with a Vengeance! There's only 
Sannio left to keep the Houſe from running away 

Thr. Gnatho, do you ſee em all in Rank and File. — 
I'll bring up the Rear, and there give the Signal for 
the Ontet. 

Gna. This tis to be wiſe: When he has drawn 
up his Men in Battalia, he makes ſure of one Poſt for 
his own retreat. [ Aſide. 

Thr. This was always the French King's way. 

Chremes and Thais appear above. 

Chr. Dye obſerve, Madam, what this Cut-throat's 
about? I (ce my Counſel wasn't amiſs, when I ad- 
vis'd ye to barricade the Door. | 
Ta. Pſhaw,!. This Fellow, that you take for a 
Hector, is as faint-hearted as a Town Buys — 
Bear up, Man. | 

"Thr. 10 Gnatho. ] What had we beſt do? 
Gna. Had we but a Mortar now to play upon em 

under the Covert Way, one Bomb wou'd make em 
ſcamper. 
Thr. diſcovering Thais. ] But hold, yonder” s the 
Enemy. | 

Gia. Shall we give the Aſſault, noble General? 

Thr. Hold, I fay.——-Wiſe Commanders uſually 
| ſend a Summons before they ſtorm ; perhaps he'll ſur- 
render upon Diſcretion, before vie make the Aſſault. 
 Gna. Oh wonderful! what plaguy things theſe 
Politicks are! I never am in your Company, but 
go away the wiſer for't. 

Thr. zo Thais.] Thais, anſwer me the firſt Article; 
when I gave ye Pampßila, didn't ye promiſe me 1⁰ 
many Days to my ſelf Tha. 


4.4 
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Tha. What of all that? 

Thr. That's a pretty Queſtion ! Didn't ye 
bring one of your Gallants under my Noſe? What 
Buſineſs had ye together? Why did you flink away 
with him from my Houſe? 

Tha. Cauſe twas my pleaſure. 

Thr. Why, then deliver up Pamphila, unleſs you'd 
have her carried. off by force. | 

Chr. Deliver her to thee! Touch her if you dare, 
thou worſt of [ Angrily. 

Gna. to Chremes. |] Hah Sir! have a care; not a 
Word more. | 

Chr. Do you prœte, Buffoon ? 

Thr. Shan't I tauch what's my own ? 

Chr. Thine, Villain! | 

Gna. to Chremes. ] I {ay once again, have a care, 
Friend: I ſee you don't know who you [peak to. 

Chr. to Gnatho.] Won't ye be gone, ye Raſcal ? 
{ to Thraſo.] And you, Captain Swaſh, d'ye know 
what to truſt to? It ye give us the leaſt Diſturbance 
here, I'll make you remember the Place, the Day, and 
Perſon you affront too, as long as you breathe. 

Gna. zo Chremes. ] Poor Wretch! I pity ye, that 
ye ſhou'd provoke ſo great a Man to be your Enemy. 

Chr. T'll crack your Fool's Pate for ye, it ye ben't 
gone preſently. _ | 

Gna. Say ye ſo, Mr. Snarl? Are your Hands ſo 
heavy ? 

Thr. to Chremes. ] Pray, who are you for a Man? 
What wou'd you have? And wliat have you to do 
with the Girl? 

Chr. That ye ſtall know preſently : Firſt, I ſay 
ſhe's Free-born. Thr. So ! 

Chr. And a Citizen of Athens. Ir. How? 

Chr. And my Sifter too. 

Thr. Oh Impudence ! 

Chr, Therefore, Captain, [Feeringly.] I tell ye once 
for all, lay Hands on her if you dare. [eo Thais] 
Now, Madam, T'll ſtep and fetch SopLrona, the Nurſe, 
and ſhew her the Token. Thr, 
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— Tyr. Why will j ou, Sir, hinder me from meddling 
voith what's-my own? 
Chr. Yes, that I will. [Withdraws. 
Gna. to Thraſo.] Bear witneſs, this Chremes owns 
himſelt a Thief, he has done his own Buſineſs. 
Thr. to Thais. ] Do you ſay the ſame too? 
Ta. Go look. Hithdraws. 
Here I hraſo and Gnatho ſtare at one another. 
Thr. What ſhall we do next ? 
Gra. Een let's march home again By and by 
hell come fawning Ike a Spaniel to beg your Par- 
don, Thr. Think ye ſo? 

_ Gna. Nothing more certain: I know the Humour 
of theſe Women well enough; when you will, they 
won't, and when you won't, they will. 

Thr. Thou haſt hit it. 
Gna. Shall I diſmiſs the Army? 
Thr. When you will. 

Gaa. to Sanga.] Well Captain, you and yours are 
diſcharg'd, now like a noble General take your Army 
into Quarters of Refreſhment i'th' Kitchin. 

San. Troth, my Belly chim'd Cupboard above halt 
an hour ago. 

Gna. Well ſaid Tom. Prog. | 
Thr. Follow your Leader, [Exeunt ſhouting, 


The End of the Fourth Act. 
* „ K ESE „ * N N „ N A „ K & K . 


. 
Thais aud Pythia. 

Tha. en-TN'I E ſpeak in Riddles till, ye dirty 
tring. Quean ? | In another Tone mocking her. 
Ido know, ] don't know, he's fled, I heard ont, but was 
not there. Huſſy, can't ye tell me in plain terms what- 

ever the Matter is. The poor Girl's Gown's rent, ſhe's 

Ba all in Tears, and won't ſpeak. The Eunuch's fled too? 
But why - What's done? — What, no an{wer ? | 


28 | Pyth. I 


< 3 
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Pyth. Alas, Madam, What wou'd ye ha' me fay, 
when they all affirm 'twasn't an Eunuch that was here? 
Tha. Who was't then? Pyth. Cne Mr. Cherea. 
Tha. What Mr. Cherea ? | 
Pyth. The young Gentleman, Phedrie's Brother, 
- Tha, What's that ye ſay, ye Witch? 
Pyth. Nothing but what is certainly true. 
Tha. Pray what ſhou'd he do here? Upon what 
account came he hither, pray ? | 
Pyth. J can't guels, unleſs he was in Love with 
Pamphila. | | 
Tha. Sdeath, I'm undone then, al: my Meaſures are 
broken if this be true. Is't tor this the poor Creature 
bemoans her {elf ſo ? 
Pyth. So, I believe, Madam. 
Iha. How's this, ye Baggage? D.dn'tI give you a 
particular Charge about her, when I went away? 
Pyth. What cou'd I do!'th' Caſe? You order'd that 
ſhe ſhould be whoily committed to his Care? 
 _ Tha. Oh you Jade, you ſet the Wolf to keep the 
Sheep: I'm aſham'd to the Soul to be ſo curſediy 
fool d. [Seeing Cherea afar off.] But what Fel- 
low's that? | | 
Enter Cherea at a diſtance ſtill in the Eunuch's Dreſs. 
Pyth. S't, Madam! Patience, I beſeech ye: All's 
Well, we have got our Spark in Lob's Pound. 
Tha. Where is he? 
Pyih. S't! on the Left-hand; Don't you ſec him? 
look there then. Tha. | ſeæ him. 
Pyth. Seize him immediately. | 
Tha. What can we do to him, Fool! 
_ Pyth, Do to lum, ſay ye? -See, I beſcech you, 
what a curſed impudent Look he has got 
Iba. I ſee no ſuch thing. | 
Pyth. And with what Confidence he comes to us. 
Che. to himſelf. ] Antipho's Fat her and Mother were 
both at home, as if they'd ſta'd there on purpoſe, 
that J cou'dn't poll;bly get in without being diſeo- 
verd. Te time T wes i'th' Porch, an Acquaintance 
| | br 4 2. Q 


much, yet 'twas diſhonourable for you to do't: As 1 
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o mine came that way: Upon this I takes me to 
my Heels as faſt as I cou'd, runs into a blind Alley, 
then to another, and ſo to a third. Thus did I dance 
up and down ina Peck of Troubles, to prevent a Diſ- 
covery. But ho'd, is that Thais? The very ſame.— 
I'm at a plaguy ſtand what to do. Pſhaw, what 
care I ? She can neither hang, draw, nor quarter. 

- Tha. Let's up to him.—O good Sir Dorus, you're 
welcome home. Pray tell me, Did you run away 
from us? | | 

Che. True as you ſay, Madam. [ Looks ſemply. 
Tha. And are extreamly pleas d with this Vagary I 

warrant ? 
Che. Not ſo extreamly neither, Madam. 

Tha. D'ye think you ſhall come off ſo? 

Che: Well Madam, pardon me this one Fault, if 
you catch me in another, hang me up. f 

'Tha: Were you afraid that 1 ſhou'd prove a hard 
Miſtreſs, that you ran for't ? | 

Che. No indeed Madam. Tha. Of what then ? 

Che. Why I was only afraid this Woman ſhou'd ha 
told Tales of me. [Pointing to Pythia. 

Tha. Why, what have ye done then? 

Che. A ſmall matter. | 

Fyth. Impudence! A ſmall matter d'ye call it? 

Is raviſhing a Virgin and Citizen ſo ſmall a matter 
in your Account? bz In a Paſſion, 
Che. I took her for one of my fellow Servants. 

Pyrh. Thy fellow Servants? I can ſcarce keep my 
Nails out o'th' Eyes of him. Thou Devil incarnate! 
Are you come to laugh at us too? [1n à great Fury, 
Tha. 70 Pythia, ] Keep off, you Bedlam. 

Pyth. Why, Madam? As it there cou'd ha' been 
any thing done to me if 1 had pull'd his Locks for 
him, ſince he owns himſelf your Servant. 

Tha. vrifling ajide. Indeed, Mr. Cherea, you've 
done à very unworthy thing, and which did not be- 
cume fe; for tho' I had deſerv'd this Affront never ſo 
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hve, I know not what Courſe to take about the poor 

Girl; you've ſo broken all my Meaſures, that I can't 
poſiibly return her to her Friends, neither as I ought 
to do, nor as I intended, that 1 might ingratiate my 
{elf among em by ſo compleat an Obligation. 

Che. Now, Madam, I hope to ſee a laſting Kindneſs 
betwixt us both; for from ſuch bad Beginnings as this, 
oft the greateſt Friendſhips *riſe; and, who knows 
but ſome lucky Star has order'd this ? 

Ta. Why truly I interpret it thus, and wiſh it from 
my Soul. 

Che, And I beg it might be ſo. Believe this one 
thing, t Wasn t to affront you, but pure Love caus'd 
all this, 0 . 

Tha, 1 do belicve it, and therefore rather pardon 
it; for 'm not of that Nature, Mr. Cherea, nor vet 
ſo inſenſible my ſelf, as not to know tomewhat or 
the Power of Love. 

Che. As I hope for Happineſs, Madam, I'm ex- 
treamly taken with you. | 

Pyth. Faith, Madam, look to your {cif then. 

Che. 1 wou'dn't hurt her if 1 might. 

Fyth. IIl truſt ye no farther than I can ice ye. 

Tha, Leave prating, Fool. 

Che. Now, Madam, I muſt crave your Aſſiſtance 
in this great Deſign. I truſt and commit my ſelf 
wholly to your Diſpoſal, and beg your Protection; 
let me die if I don't marry her. 

Tha. But what if your Father | 

Che. What, he? — I'm {ſure of his Conſent, 
could ſhe be prov'd to be a Gentlewoman, | 

5 Tha. If you plexe to ſlay a little, her Brother will 
be here ſtrait; he's but ſtept for the Nurſe that brought 
her up; and ſo, Sir, you may be by at the Diſcovery. 
Che. Then III ſtay, | $6751 
Tha. I think we'd better go in i'th' mean time, 
than ſtay at the Door. | 
Che. With all my Heart. 


Pyth. D'ye know, Madam, what you're going to do? 
. 63 _ 


* 
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Tha. Why that Queſtion ? 
Pyth. Why? ſure you don't intend to take this 
Rade into your Houle again. 
Tha. Why not? 
Pyth. Truſt me for once, Madam, he'll make ſome 
new Diſturbance. 
Tha. Prithee leave your tattling. | 
Pyth. It ſeems you han't made ſufficient 0A of 
hem then. 
Ce. I'll do no harm, good Mrs. Pythia. 
Pyth. Vil not truſt ye an Ace, good Mr. CVerea. — 
unieſs your Head were off. 
Che. But Mrs. Pythia, thou ſhalt be my Keeper. 
Pj:h. No; faith; who will truſt their ſelves with 
you, either to keep or be kept by ye? Away with 
ye. 


Enter at adifiance Chremes and Sophrona. 

Tha. What Luck's here! here's the Brother Juſt 
upon us. 

Che. Alas- a- day! 1 belinch ye, Madam, let's in; I 
wou'dn't for the World be ſeen i'th' Street in this 
Dreſs. 

Cha. Why ſo? cauſe you're aſham'd on't ? 

The. Yes indeed am J. 

Fyth. Yes indeed am I, ſay ye? For the young Wo- 
man, Cherea ! [ clapping her Hands at him. 
.. Tha. Do you go in, Sir, Il! follow ye. Exit. 
Cherea.] But do you ſtay here, Pythia, to bring in 
Mr. Chremes. Exit Thais 

Pyth. ro herſelf.] What Trick now, what Miſchief 
can I think of? How ſhall I contrive to make 
this Rogue Parmeno pay Sauce for this damnable 
Cheat he has put vpon us? 

Cr. Come, beſtir your {elf Nurſe a little falter. 

' Soph. So I do, you fee. 

Chr. Ay, but you don't advance. 

Pyth. 2 Chremes. ] Have you ſhown Nurſe the 
Tokens ? 

Cr. Yes, all of em. 


— 


Pyth, 
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Pyth. Pray, Sir, What ſays ſhe? Does ſhe krow em 
again? | 
Chr. Ay, and-remembers em very well. 

_ Pjth. That's good News in troth, I with the poor 
 Gentlewoman well with a! my Heart—Be pieas'd tc 
Walk in, my Lady has lock d tor ye me time 

[Exennt. Chremes and Sophrona, 
Enter Far meno at uu ,t 
Yonder comes that precious Rogue Parn;eo, In tha 
Name of Heaven, how unconcernedly the Felovs 
ſtalks 16!--But ] believe I have found out a way ts 
revenge my ſelf on him as I would wiſh —Pllgo in 
and fee the Truth of th's Diſcovery, then I'll come 
again and fright the Raſcal to ſoine Tune. 
| | [ Exit Pythia. 
Par. alone.] Vin come to ſee how C Deren carries on 
his Intrigue, which, if it be manag'd cunningly, 
goodly, goo hy! What Monuments ot Praiſe are Jug 
to my Wo:ſtip! For, to jay nothing of procuring 
him the Pe- ſon he loves without Trouble, . Fees, or 
Charges, when the Amour might have prov'd very 
difficult and coſtly from a covetous Bawd, I've dene 
that Which, 1 think, I deſerve a Statue for; having 
ſhewn this Spark a way to know all the Tricks and 
Cuſtoms of theſe common jilts, that by timely notice 
he may abhor em for ever after. When they're a- 
broad, for ſooth, none ſo cleanly, none ſo modiſn and 
genteel, none ſo delicately neat as they: When their 
Lady ſhips feaſt with their Gallants, they feed as nice- 
ly as poſſibly; but to ſce the infatiable Gluttony, the 
vile Naſtineſs, the griping Penury of theſe filthy Jades 
at home, how greedy of.a Cruſt, how eagerly they 
ſlabber, and ſoſs upon Prown-George out of ſtink- 
ing Potage ; to know all this before-hand, may be the 
ſaving of a young Man. 
Pyth. at the Door overhearing him.] Faith II be 
even with you for your Rogueries you've {aid or done; 
you ſhall have ſmall Joy, Sirrah, in making Sport 
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Enter Pythia, taking no notice of Parmeno. 

Pyth. extring.] Bleſs me! What a baſe unworthy A- 
ction's this! An unfortunate young Gentleman! And 
Parmeno an ungracious Wretch, to betray him hither! 

Par. What's in the wind now ? [ Aſide. 

Pyth. zo herſelf. ] It grieves me to the Soul, Dear 
Heart; TI left the Houſe in haſte, to get our of the 
light on't. - What a dreadful Example do they 
1 they'll make of him! 

Par. Heavens! what new Miſchief's this! Is my 
Plot come to this then? Pl een ſpeak to her. 
[ Aſide. ] —— What's the Matter, Mrs. Pythia? What's 
that you talk'd of? Who's that will be made an Ex- 
amp.e ? | 

Pjth. D'ye ask that, ye deſperate Fool? Why, 
you've quite ruin'd the young Gentleman you had 
brought for the Eunuch, when you thought, I war- 
rant, you had put a Trick upon us. 

Par. How lo —— what has happen'd —-frithee 
tell me. 

Pyth. I will ſo. — You don't know then, that the 
Girl, that was preſented to my Lady to day, is a Gen- 
tlewoman o this Town, and her Brother a Perſon of 
Quality ? | 

Par. I know nothing on't. 

P,th. But fo it prov d. And 'twas ſhe that 
your poor Wretch raviſh'd, When her Brother knew 
of it, a moſt Lloody-minded Fellow. 

P.:r. What did he da? [ Fearfully, 

y Firſt bound him Hand and Foot, twould 
grieve your Heart to ſee it. — 

Far, Bound him! Damnation! 

P/ th. Tho' my Lady beg d all ſhe could for him. 

Par What ſay ye? [ Haſtily. 

P/th. Now he threatens to ſerve him like a com- 
mon Horner; a thing I ne'er ſaw, nor wou'dn't for 
the World. 

Par. With what Face can he anſwer ſo great a 
Villany ? 2 
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Pyth. Why, ſo great, I beſeech ye? 
Par. Why, isn't it the greateſt of all Villanies: 


Pray who cer heard of one apprehended for a Forni- 


cator in a common Bawdy-houle ? 

Pyth. I can't tell that. h 

Par, That you mayn't fay you don't know or't, 
this I declare, and forewarn you, that tis no leſs than 
Mr. Phedrie's Brother, oo, | | 

Py:h. How ! prithee, tisn't he; Is't? 

Far. Therefore your Lady had beſt take care 
he comes to no harm. 


do him no good, and ruin your ſelf into the Bargain, 
for every body believes tis all your Contrivance. 

Par. coming back.] What Courſe ſhall 1 fet upon? 
[Seeing Laches at # diſtance. | Oh, yonder comes my 
old Maſter from his Country-houſe, — Shall 1 
tell him on't, or no? [ſtudies | — In troth T will, 


tho' I certainly know 1 tha!) make a Rod for my own 
Breech. Neceſſity has no Law, he muſt reſcue His 


r Son. 
Py/th. You do wel- I go in, —-Be ſure you tell 
him the whole Stor y from the beginning to the end. 
Enter Laches. | | 
Laches to himſelf. ] I always find this Advantage 
from the Nearneſs o my Country-houſe, that Pm ne- 
ver much tir'd with the Town or Country; when I 


begin to be fick of the one, I ſhift Lodgings to the 


other. But isn't that our Man Parmeno ? .—— 
Tis he, as J hope to live——Parmeno! who ist you 
wait for at this Houſe? | 


Par. turning ſhort. } Who's that there?—-Ah, Sir, | 


you're welcome to Town. 
Lac. Who d'ye wait for, ha? 


Par. Fm Thunderftruck, I can't wag my Tongue 


ſor Fear. $i [Ade. 
Tac. Ha! What's the Matter? Why d'ye ſhake ſo? 


Is all weil at home? Prithee tell me. 


G 7 Far. 


But why don't I break nao . 
the Houſe my ſeif? [ Offers td xo. 
Pyth. Have, a care what you do, Parmeno; You'll . 
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Par. Firſt T'd have you be fully ſatisfied of this one 
thing. Sir, that whate'er has r I's m as inno- 


cent as a new-born Babe. 


Lac Why, What's the Matter ? 

Par. That's well ask'd, for I ſhou'd ha' told you 
that before. . Mr. Phedrie bought an Eunuch, 
which he preſented to this Woman. 

Lac. To what Woman ? 

Par. Thais. 

Lac. He buy Eunuchs! — "bud, I'm undone 
ther what did he coſt ? 

Par. Fifty Pounds. 

Lac. I muſt run my Country then. 

Far. Then his Brother Cherea fell in Love with a 
Mulick-wench. 

Lac. How! What! Is he in Love too? Does he 
know what belongs to that Sport already? Is he 
come from his Poſt to the City? One Plague 
upon another [ Angrily, looking on Parmeno. 

Par. Pray, Sir, don't you direct your Diſcourſe to 
me, I wasn't his Counſellor. 

Lac. Speak another word about your ſelf, you 
Hangman, and as I live, But tell me the whole 
Buſineſs quickly. 

Par. Mr. Cherea was ſent there inſtead of the Eu- 
nuch, Sir. 

Lac. Inſtead of the Eunuch 

Par. Very true, Sir, and now they have apprehend- 
ed him fer a Rape, and have bound him Hand and Foot. 

Lac, Hell and Furies 
Par. But mark the Impudence of theſe — 

Lac. Is there any Roguery you han't told me on yet? 

Par. You've heard all, Sir. 

Lac, Why don't I break in upon 'em ? 

. 4 [Exit Laches. 

Parmeno alone.] I don't queſtion but I've brought 
an od Houſe upon my Head by this Day's Work; 
and yet I cou'dn't poſſibly avoid it. How- 


Ever T m FP eas d thet theſe We ſhall fer ſome 0 
tae 
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the Smart by my Means: The old Gentleman has 
ſought an Occaſion this Half-year to make notorious 
Examples of tome of em, and now, I think, he haz 
found one. 

Enter Pythia. 

Pyth. to herſelf. ] Pfaith this was the pleaſanteſt 
Scene I e&'er ſaw in my Life; to {te the od Gentle- 
man come blundering upon us-in fuch a Miſtake : I 
had all the Sport to my {elf, becauſe I knew his Ail- 
ment. | 
Par, overhearing. ] What a Plague's here? [ 4ſrde. 

Pyth. zo herſelf. ] lm now come to ee for the Fool 
Parinexo, But where, in the name of Good- 
neſs, ſhall I find him 

Par. O' my Soul, ſhe looks for me. (Aſide. 

Pyth. zo Herſelf.] O! I fee him, Vi! be with him 
_ preſently. | | | 

Par. What's the Matter, Mrs. Impertmence ? What: 
wou'd you be at? What are you ſo tick!'d at ?- 
What, ne'er ha' done? 

Pyth. Oh my Sides! — I've almoſt burſt my 
Sides with laughing at thee. | 

Par. Y our Reaſon, pray ? 

Pyth. A pretty Queſtion! Faith, thourt the 
arranteſt AſsT e&'er did, or ſhall ſet my Eyes on: tis ut- 
terly paſt my Skill to tell thee what excellent Sport 
thou haſt made within, I took thee for a cun- 
_—_ ingenious Fellow. 

ar. How's this ? 

Pyth. Had ye no more Wit than to believe pre 
ſently what 1 faid? Were you not aſtam'd of the 
Villany you put the poor Gentleman upon, but yon 
muſt tell Tales of him to his Father? How fimpi 
did he look, think ye, when his Father ſurpriz'd him 
in that Diſguiſe? What, don't you fee What a fine 
paſs you have brought your {elf to? 

Par. Ha! how's this you filthy Carrion? Did ye 
tell me a Lye, and then laugh at the Wit on't? Dye 
think it᷑ uch fine Sport to abuſe us, ye Jade ? 


7 
Pity. 
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Pyth. Oh, the fineſt Sport i'th' World. 7 

Par. D'ye think you ſhan't pay dearly for this? 

Pyth. Perhaps ſo. 

Par. Ay, faith ſhall ye. 

Pyth, 1 fanſy as much. Theſe Threats may 
come to morrow, but you'll be hang'd today for en- 
tring a young Gentleman a Debauchee, and then diſ- | | 


waeren Sol they'il both have a pull at your Coat for 
this. | 
Par. I'm a Reprobate.. | 
P/th. You ſee the Reward of your Roguery, and 
ſo Good-bye to ye. [Exit Pythia. | 
Par. alone.] Like a {enfleſs Fool, I've betray'dmy . | 
ſelf, like Rats with their own ſqueaking. | 
Enter Thraſo and Gnatho at another part of | 
the Stage. | 
Gna. fo Thr. ] What's in hand now, Sir? Upon 
what Aſſurance or Deſign came we hither ? What 
Enterprize next, Sir ? | 
Thr. Who, I? Ill een ſurrender my {elf to her up- 
on Diſcretion, and e'en do as ſhe'd have me. | 
Gna. How, Sir? | 
Thr. Why ſhou'd I be leſs ſubmiſſive to this Lady | 
than Hercules was to Omphala ? N 
Gna. A pat Example, wou'd I cou'd ſee the | 
Slipper flung at your ſoft Head too. [ Aſide.] But what 
makes her Door open? | diſcovering Cherea ] what 
Miſchief's on foot now ? I think I never ſaw 
that Face before: — What makes him cut Ca- 
pers thus as he comes ? 
| Enter Cherea. 
Che. to himſelf.] Come, my dear Country men, was | 
ever any Man born under a happier Planet than my 
ſelf? Not a Man, upon my word: For tis plain, the | 
Powers above, to ſhew in me how great their Sove- 
raignty is, have ſingled me out, on whom they have | 
ſhowr'd down ſo many Bleſſings all at once. | 
Par. Why's he ſo merry tro”? 
Che. My dear Parmeno! tis to thee Pm * 0 
| I or ; 


— — 
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for the Riſe, the Advancement, and the Perfection of 


my Comtorts. Doft know, my dear {weet 
Creature's prov'd a Gentlewoman ? 
Par. I heard it by the bye, Sir. 
Che. And that ſhe's to be my Bride? 
Par. As 1 hope to be knighted, that's admirable. 
Ga, Dye hear, Sir, what he ſays?  [Aſfide. 
to Thraſo. 
Che. Then Iam heartily glad my Brother's Amours 
are in ſuch a happy Condition: The Families are 


both united now, Thais has put herſelf wholly under 


my Father's Care and Protection, and is wholly ours. 


Par. Then Mr. Phedrie is like to have her for good 
and all. 


Ce. Yes, indeed. 

Par. This too is worth laughing at, for the mikey 
Captain' s routed. 

Che. Do you take care that my Brother may know 
of this as ſoon as you can, whereſoeer he be. 

Par. V'll ſee for him at home. Exit Parmeno. 

Thr. So Gnatho, Doſt not think I'm gon to tr in- 
tents and purpoles ? 

Goa. There's no thinki otherwiſe. 

Cherea to himſelf. ] Where ſhall I begin firſt? or 


whom commend moſt ? him that advis'd me to do't, 


or my ſelf that had the Heart to venture upon't, or 
the good Fortune that directed us both, and that 
brou ſo many Circumſtances of ſo great moment, 


and fo Juckily too into the compaſs of one Day? 


Or fhall I praiſe the Indulgence of my Father ; 
Great Fove! that doſt poor Mortals Fate fecure, 
Grant that our Joys may with our, Lives endure. 
Enter Phedrie. 


Phe. ro himſelf. ] Bleſs me! Parmeno tells me Won- 
ders. But where's my Brother ? ö 


Che. Here, at your Service. 


Phe. I'm extreamly glad for your good Fortune, 
Brother. 


Che. I believe ſo; and truly pn there's _ er 
a Mi- 
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a Miſtreſs more worthy to be belov'd than yours, ſhe 
has ſo vaſtly oblig'd our Family. | 

Phe. Hey- day! Do you need tocommend her to me? 

Thr. to Gnatho] I'm quite undone: The leſs I hope, 
_ more I love. Good Gnatho, I rely wholly upon 

e. | 

Gna. What wou'd you ha' me do, Sir? 

Thr. Bring it about, either for Love or Money, that 
I may continue a little in Madam Thais's Fayour. 

Gna. That will be hard. 

Thr. You can do't, I know, if you give your Mind 


to't: If ye perform it, command what Gift or Re- 


ward you pleaſe, tis your own. 
Gna. Shall it fo, Sir? 
Tr. It ſhall indeed. 

Gna. Why then, Sir, if I do't I deſire to have free 
Egreſs and Regreſs into your Houſe, whether you be 
at home or abroad; and a Place at your Table, whe- 
ther invited or no. 

Thr. It ſhall be ſo, upon my Honour. 

Gra. Well, I'll make an Effort. 

Phe. Whoſe Tongue's that ?—O Captain, is't you? 

Thr. Gentlemen, I'm. your humble Servant. 

Phe, Perhaps you know not what has happen'd at 
this Houſe. ; | 

Thr. Yes, Sir, I do. 

ei What makes ye ſcouting in theſe Quarters 
then? 

Thr. Under your Protection, Gentlemen. 

Phe. D'ye know the Protection you're to expect? 
Take this from me, Goodman Captain, if I find you 


ſaunter ing here again in the Street, you muſtn't think 


to ſham me off with, I was looking for a Friend, and 
my Buſineſs lay this way, for you're like to have no 

uarter. 

Gna. Soft, Sir, that's not like a Gentleman. 

Phe. Il be no worſe than my Word. 

Gn. Indeed, Sir, I didn't think you had been ſo 
hufty. 


Phe, 


4 
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Phe. You'll find it juſt ſo. 

Gua. Pray be pleas'd, Gentlemen, to hear your Ser- 
vant Gnatho a word or two, and then do what you 
pleaſe in this Affair. 

Phe. Let's hear it then. 

Gna. Do you, Captain, move a little on one fide: 


[Thrafo ſtands eff.] In the firſt place let me beſeech 


ye both to be perſwaded, that whate'er 1 do th caſe 


is purely for my own ſake; but if your Intereſt 
ſhou'd jump with mine, you're unwiſe if you don't 
follow my Counſel. 

Phe. Out with't then. \ 

Gna. What if you took the Captain in amongſt ye 
too ? | [ Fawningly, 

Phe. How amongſt us? | 

Gna. Conſider a little better, Sir. Why faith 
you and your Miſtreſs live very high, for you're 
us'd to an eaſie ſplendid Life; you've but a {mall Al- 
lowance your ſelf, and this Thais will be requiring 
more. Now, that you may ſupply her, and fave 
your own Pocket, there's not a fitter or more conve- 
nient Utenſil than this Blunderbuſs i'th? whole World: 
For firſt, he has Money enough at command, and 
none more prodigal on't than he; then he's a ſoft- 
headed Fool, and a halt-witted Coxcomb, and a fum- 
bling Fellow, that ſnores Night and Day. You needn't 
fear the Gentlewoman's falling in Love with him ; 
_ you may kick him out of doors when you 

leaſe. 

: Phe. zo Cherea. ] What had we beſt do? 


Gna. Then, Sir, what's beſt of all, he treats as 


high and nobly as a Lord. 


Phe. Ten to one but we may have occaſion for this 
Fool ſome time or other. 


C5e. I'm of that Mind too. 
na. Gentlemen, I'm oblig'd to you. —- One Fa- 


vour more let me beg of you, to admit me alſo into 


your Retinue, ———Pve been cleaving of that Block 
ng enough already. 
Phe. We grant it. Phe, 
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Ce. And with all our Hearts. | 

Gna. Then in requital, Gentlemen, here's to the 
fleecing and jeering the Cully to death. 

Che. That's well. 

Phe. He deſerves it. 

| Gna. 0. Thraſo.] Now, noble Captain, you may 
make your Approaches. | 

Thr. And prithee how do Matters ſtand ? 

Gna. How? the Gentlemen didn't know your 
worth; when I had inform'd em of your good Qua- 
lities, and given em a Character of ye as your no- 
ble Actions and Virtues delerve, your Suit was granted, 

| Ade to him, 

Thr. ro Gnatho. ] Well haſt thou done. To 
Phe. an Che.] Gentlemen, great Thanks do] return 
ye: I never was any where, but that all kind of Peo- 
ple lov d me moſt dearly. 1 

Gaga. Didn't I tell ye how choice he was of his Ex- 
preſſions? Polite upo my word. | 

Phe. Now there's nothing wanting; you may re- 
tire. ' 


| OA Turns to the Spectators. 
Gentlemen adieu, one kind Applauz. 


The End of the Eunuch. 
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Aer I. 


SEN E, the Country before Chremes's Door, 
P IMR, tbe ſhut of the Evening. 


Enter Chremes, and Menedeme, with a Rake, &c. up- 
on his Shoulders, returning from the Field. 


POR: ſort, (for it began, Je know, 
ji arm here 


A 


ng the occaſion of it) yet either 
your own Worth, or your Neighbourhood, which 
I eſteem next door to Friendſhip, makes me take the 
bo.dneſs with all freedom to tell ye, that you do not 
ſeem to live as becomes either your Age or Con- 
dition: For, in the name of Heaven and Wonder, what 
d'ye do with your ſelf? What wou'd ye be at? If a 
bedy may judge by your Face, you write Threeſcore 
at leaſt ; I don't know any that is better ſeated, has 
| | a pret- 
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a prettier Eſtate, or is better ſerv'd than you, and 
yet you manage all the Buſineſs your ſelf, as if you 
hadn't a Soul i'th' World to help ye. Let me go out 
ne'er ſo early in the Morning, or come home never 


ſo late at night, there you're at it, digging, plough- 


ing, or lugging ſomething or other; in a perpetual 
hurry, without any regard to your Quality or Per- 
fon. I'm very certain you don't do this for your Di- 
verſion. Perhaps you'll ſay, I hate to fee my 
Work go on flowly: Let me tell ye, Neighbour, if 
you'd beſtow but half the pains upon your Servants, 
that you do upon your Ground, your Buſineſs wou'd 
go on ten times faſter. 

Mened. Ciremes, ha' you ſo much Leiſure from 
your own Buſineſs, as to mind another Man's, that 
doesn't concern ye? 

Chr. Common Humanity, Sir, obliges me to be ſo 
concern'das I'ma Man; and therefore you may take 
What 1 fay either by way of Advice, or by way of 
Enquiry, that if what you do be well, I may do ſo 
too; if ill, I may divert you from it. 


Men. 1 have Reaſon for what I do; you may do 


as you pleaſe. 

Cbr. Can any Man ha Reaſon to torment himſelf? 

Men. I have. | 

Chr. If there were any juſt Occaſion for this toyl- 
ing and moyling of yours, I ſhou'dn't be againſt it; 
but then I wou'd gladly know what it is, and what 
ye ha' done to 4855 ſo ill of your ſelf. 

Men. Hey-ho! [ weeps. 

Cr. Never cry for the Matter, but whate'er tis 


let me know't : Out with't, fear nothing, but de- 


pend upon me; Tl] either condole with ye, or adviſe 
ve, or aſſiſt ye in what elſe I can. | 
Men. Wou'd ye needs know't then ? 
Cr. For the very Reaton I juſt told ye of. 
Men, I'll tell ye then. 


C5r. But pray, Sir, down with your Tools the 


mean time, and don't tire your ſelf ſo. 
Men, By no means. Cor. 
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Cbr. Pray what's your Deſign in't? . 

Men. Ah! Let me alone, that I mayn't indulge my 
ſelf one minute. 

Chr. Indeed, Sir, but I won't. 

Ze forces the Rake, &c. from him, 

Men. Ah! that's not fair. 

Cor. Bleſs me! what a Weight's here! 
Men. I deſerve it all. 

Cr. Come, come; out with't now. | 

Men. I have an only Son, a Youth. ———— What 
did I fay I have? Ah Cremes! I had one indeed, 
but whether I have now or no, I know not.— 

Cor. Why d'ye ſay ſo? 
Mlien. Tl tell ye, Sir.—Hard by dwells a poor old 
Woman, of Corinth, whole Daughter my Son be- 
gan to be ſo fond of, that it had like to have been a 
Match, and all this without my knowledge. When 
once I found out the Intrigue, I began to take him 
to task roundly; and not with the Tenderneſs that 
is due to the Weakneſſes of Youth, but extreamly 
ſharp I was, after the common ranting way of Fa- 
thers, I was every day taunting at him : How now, 
faid I, d'ye think to go on after this vile rate, and 
keep a Miſtreſs ſo openly whilſt J am living? No, Cli- 
nie, you're mightily miſtaken, and don't know me, if 
you think ſo: T ſhall look upon ye as mine, as long as 
ye do what ye ought to do; but if otherwiſe, I know 
what I ought to do, and you ſhall find it. T know 
this is only the Effects of too much Idleneſs. When 1 
was at your Years, I didn't give my Mind to Women, 
but was forced to go à Solditr into Aſia to get a Live- 


lihood, where by the War ] got me both Riches and Ho- 


nour too. At laſt Matters came to that paſs, that the 
poor Boy, hearing the ſame thing preſt upon him ſo 
often, and ſo gravely, was brought over; and think- 
ing my Age and Prudence better Guides than his 
own, he ſhipp'd off for Aſia, and went Reformade 
under the King of Perſia there, Mr. Chremes. 

Chr. How's that, Sir? 


Men, 
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Men. He ſtole away without my knowledge, and 
has been gone a whole quarter of a Year, |[weeps. 
Cr. You're both to blame; yet what he has done 
ſhew'd both an ingenuous Temper, and a brave Spirit. 
Men. When 1 heard of this Journey from ſome of 
his Intimadoes, I went home with a Heart full of 
Sorrow, my Mind half diſtracted, not knowing 
where to turn my Head for Grief : I fate me down, 
my Servants all attend my beck, ſome help to undreſs 
me, othersrun tolay the Cloth, and get my Supper 
ready, and all moſt diligent to aſſwage my Grief, 
At tight of this I thus began to muſe: Alas! muſt ſo 
many ſweat and toil for me alone? ſo many ſirive to 
humour me? ſo many Women ſpend their Time to a- 
dorn my Houſe and me ? Shall all theſe vaſt Expences 
be for me alone, for me, whoſe Cruelty has driven 
kence my Son, my only Son, who ought to have an e- 
ual ſhare with me, or more, ſmce Youth can better 
reliſh theſe Enjoyments? FI ſtill keep this courſe of Life, 
no Plague too great can light upon my Head. Whilſt he 
thus lives in Penury abroad, baniſh'd from home by m 
Severity, Ill &en revenge his Wrong upon my ſelf; 
Tll n ſpare, pinch, and ſcrape up all for him. 
With that I put my Reſolution in practice; for I've 
turn'd all things out o' doors, left neither Difh nor 
Bed for uſe, but pull'd down all: I turn'd off all my 
Maids, and Men too, except a few to till my Land, 
which were no Charge to me: I expos'd all to Sale, 
and put Horſe to be ſold over the Poor: I rais'd the 
Sum of two or three thouſand Pounds, and bought 
this Farm, where I toil and moil every day. I'm 
fully perſwaded, Neighbour, I do leſs Injury to my 
poor Child, whilſt I'm in Miſery as well as he; nor 
ought I to take any manner of Pleaſure till he return 
ſafe to be Sharer with me. | 
Cr. I believe you are an indulgent Father, and he 
as dutiful a Son, if managed to the teſt Advantage: 
Put indeed you didn't know h's Temper , nor he 
well yours: And when things are fe, there's ro liv- 
ing. 


KO ail? 
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ing. You never told him how much you valu'd 
him, nor had he that Confidence in you which he 
might have preſum'd upon. It this had been, things 
had never come to this. 


Men. Very true, Sir, I confeſs; but I'm moſt in 
fault, 

Chr. In troth, Sir, I hope the beſt yet, and do veri- 
ly believe you'll ſee him ſafe at home e're long. 

Men. Oh! Heavens grant I may. 

Cor. Vil warrant ye, Sir. This is Bacchus's 
Day; and I ſhou'd be glad of your Company at Sup- 
per to Night, if you cou'd conveniently, 

Men. I muſt beg your Pardon for that. 

Cor. Why ſo? ——- Pray Sir give your ſelf ſome 
little Refreſhment. I'm ſure your abſent Son wou'd 
gladly have it fo. 

Men. There is no Reaſon I that forc'd him to 
hardſhip ſhou'd ſhift it off my ſelf. 

Cr. Is that your Reſolution ? 

Men. Tis ſo, Sir. Cr. Gcod Night t'ye, Sir. 

Men. And to you too. 

Exit Menedeme with his Rake upon his Shoulder. 

Chremes alone.] I profeſs he has forced Tears 
from me, and I can't but pity the poor Gentle- 
man. But as the Day goes, tis time for me to 
invite my Neighbour Phania to Supper, Fl 
call in and ſee if he's at home. ds 

Steps to Phania's Door and returns. 

Oh, I ſee he need not be reminded, for they tell me 
he's at our Houſe already. I make my Gueſts ſtay 
for me now: I'll in to 'em.-—-But what makes the 
Door go ? who's that comes out of my Houſe. — 
I'll ſtep a little o' one ſide. [ He retires, 

Enter Clitipho. | 

Clit. zo Clinie within at Chreme's Houſe. ] As yet 
you needn't fear Clinie: they han't been ſuch a while 
away; I'm confident ſhe'll be here, and the — 


too in a ſhort time; therefore ſhake off theſe cauſeleſs 
Fears, that fo torment ye,” 


Cor. 
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Chr. Who's that my Son talks to? [ Apde. 

Clit, Oh! here's my Father, juſt as I was wiſhing 
for him; I'll up to him. Sir, I'm glad I've 
met with ye, 

Chr. Why, What's the Matter? 

C.it.Sir, dye know our Neighbour Mr. Menedeme? 

Cyr. Yes, very well. 

Clit. And that he has a Son too ? 

Chr. Yes, I heard he's in Aſia. 

Clit. No, Sir. but he's now at our Houſe. 

Chr. Indeed! 

Clit. J happen'd on him juſt at his landing, and 
brought him thither to Supper; for we've been very 
intimate from our very Childhood. 

Chr. Your News pleaſes me ſtrangely,—— What 
would I give now that Mr. Menedeme had come 
when I invited him, that I might have been the firſt 
to have ſurpriz'd him with theſe joyful tydings. I 
believe 'tisn't too late yet. 

Clit. O Sir, have a care what ye do, *twon't be 
proper. 

Chr. Why not? 

Clit, Becauſe he's in a great Quandary what to do 
with himſelf. He's but juſt come aſhore, and is diſ- 
rally afraid both of his Father's Diſpleaſure and his 
Miſtreſs's Inconſtancy, whom he loves moſt entirely. 
'T was upon her account that all this Stir and his par- 
ting from his Father was occaſion'd. 

Chr. I know't. | 
Clit. He has juſt now ſent his Footboy into the City 

to her, and I made our Syrus go along with him. 

Chr. What ſays the young Man to the World? 

Clit. What, Sir? Why, that he's the greateſt 
Wretch in it. : | 

Chr. He the greateſt! No Man leſs. Does he want 
for any thing that the World calls good ? His Fa- 
ther's well, his Country happy, he has ſtore of Friends, 
Relations of good Quality, and a plentiful Eſtate ; and 
theſe always prove good or bad, according as = 
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Man is; they are Bleſſings to thoſe that know how 
to uſe em, but Plagues to them that don't. 

Clit. But, Sir, his Father was always a croſs old 
Gentleman, and I'm afraid of nothing ſo much, as 
that his Paſſion ſhould make him uſe his Son worſe 
than he deſerves. FL L 

Chr. What, he croſs! I'll ay no more, tho 
tis convenient he ſhould ſtand in {ome awe of his 
Father. [ Aſede. 

Clit, What's that you fay to your ſelf, Sir? 
Chr. I ſay, that however the Caſe ſtood, he ought 

to have ſtaid at home, If his Father was a little 
more harſh than agreed with his debauch'd Inclina- 
tions, he ſhould have taken it patiently ; for whom 
> ſhould he bear withal, if he can't with his Father? 
Which is moſt proper, think ye, the Father to live 
after the Son's Humour, or the Son according to his 
* Father's: As for the Young Man's pretending he's 
hardly dealt by, *tis no ſuch Matter. For the Seve- 
rities of Parents, (I mean ſuch as are not exceſſively 
ſevere) are very much the ſame; namely, they won't 
* ſuffer their Sons to be always at the Bawdy-houſe, 
nor always at the Tavern; and will allow 'em but a lit- 
tle ſpending Money: and yet all this is for their 
Children's good. For when one's Mind is quite 
2 drench'd in debaucheries, all that he does will have 
a a notable Smack on't. And, Son, take this for a Rule, 
Never to buy Wit, when you can have it at another 
Man's Coſt. | 
lit. I fanſy fo. | 
= Cir. Il go in, and ſee how Supper goes forward. 
Lou know how late it is, therefore don't be out of the 
Way. Exit Chremes. 
A litipho alone.] What unconſcionable Creatures 
2X theſe fame Fathers are! to expect their Children 
2X ſhould turn Philoſophers in their Hanging-ſleeves, 
without ſo much as touching upo' the Levities of 
2x Youth. They meaſure us by heir own depraved Ap- 
petites as they are at en and not as they * 
| | 1 
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Formerly, Well! if ever Heaven ſend me-a 
Son o' my on, he ſhall have an extream loving Fa- 

ther o' me: For he ſhan't be afraid to make me his 
very Confeſſor, and I'll be fure to give him Abſoluti- 

on: I' not do as mine, who lily inſinuates his Mo- 
rals by a Side- wind. It vexes me. When he begins 
to be mellow, he'!] then tell of all his old Pranks, but 
now he reads me a Lecture about buying of Wit, at 

-other Mens Coſt ; a crafty Gentleman rfaith ! little 
does he think-that he has preach'd to the Wind: My 

Miſtreſs's Words ſtick more in my Stomach by half 

than all his Preachments; Give me this fine thing, 

and buy me that: And, Yfaith, I can't anſwer a word. 

There's none ſo damnably put to't as I. Al- 

tho' this Mr. C'inie has enough lying upon his own 
Hands, yet his Miſtreſs is well and modeſty brought 
up, and unacquainted with the Tricks of the Town; 
but mine's an imperious, craving, ſtately Dame, 
damnably expenſive, and as proud as the Devil. When 

ſhe asks me for any thing, I return her a Nod; but to 

tell her I han't for her, is a mortal Sin, - 
I did but lately theſe damn'd Tricks eſpy, 
Yet all lies huſh'd, and kept from Daddy's Eye. 


The End of the Firſt AG, 
4 Hob * * K . . 444 te 


Enter Clinie as from Chremes's, and Clitipho 
behind him at a Diſtance. © 


Clin. 20 ,d AD there been any good-News 
TT for me about my Miſtreſs, I'm 
ſure they'd ha' been here before gow; but I'm horribly 
-atraid ſomebody has been tampering with her in my 
Abſence, There are a thouſand Circumſtances running 
in my Brain that rack my Mind: Opportunity, Place, 


a wicked Mother that governs her, and that wou'd 
Pawn her Soul for 1 a 82 


Exit. 
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Clit. Mr. Clinie. 
Clin. What a Wretch am I! 
} Clit. Have a care, Sir, that none of your Father's 
Family drop out and ſee you here. 
Clin. I'll look to that. —-But I'm afraid there's 
- ſome Miſchief towards me, for my Mind miſgives 
me ſtrangely. 

Clit. Dye ule to judge of things before ye know 

what they are? 

Clin. Why, if there hadn't been ſome unluckineſs 

1th' wind, we ſhou'd have ſeen em before this time. 

Clit. They'll be here in a Minute, Sir. 

Clin. But when will that Minute come? 

Clit. You don't conſider that tis a great way off; 
and when Women, ye know, fall once to powd'ring 
and combing, they're an Age a rigging out. 

Clin. Ah, Clitipho, I'm very uneaſie. 

Clit. Bear up, Man, -——- yonder comes Dromo 
and Syrus both together. 

Enter Syrus and Dromo at another part of the 

Þ Stage, talking together 

; Syr. to Dro. ]-—Say'ſt thou ſo my Lad? Ha! 
id 


* _— * e 
. 4 * 
. 3 e 


* 


Dro. Juſt as I tell ye. 
=& Syr. But hold. Looking about him.] Whilſt we 
1 90 twatting en, we've loſt the Women. 

b- ” Ci. D'ye hear that, Clinie ? Your Miſtreſs will be 

© here preſently. 

un. Yes, I do hear at laſt, and now am come to 
£ ſome Life and Senſe again, Clitipho. | 

; 3 Dro. to Syrus. ] F aich don't 2 they lag be- 
© hind, having drawn fo great a Train at their Heels. 


1 2 
4 Clin. overhearing Dromo. ] Confuſion! How came 
& ſhe by ſuch a Train? 


Clit. D'ye ask me, Sir? 
_ Syr. to Dromo. ] Troth we did not do well to leave 
em ſo, for they ve things of conſiderable value about 


em. — 
Clin. AlPs paſt recovery. 
Syr ,- AS Jewels and * — 
2 tis 
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tis ſomewhat duskiſh, and they know not a ſtep o 
th' way. In ſober Sadneſs we've done like a couple 
of Fools. —Prithee Dromo, do you go back and meet 
em. Make haſte ; What d'ye ſtay for? Exit Dro. 
Clin. Oh curſed Misfortune! how baſely have my 
Hopes deceiv'd me! [ Aſrde. 
Clit, What's the Matter? What makes ye ſo con- 
cern'd now ? 
Clin. So concern'd ſay ye? Don't ye hear what 
a Train of Servants, what Jewels and fine Cloaths ſhe 
brings with her? When I left her but one Girl to wait 
upon her, where ſhou'd ſhe have all this, think ye? 
_ Clit, Pho! now I know your Diſtemper. 
Syr. to himſelf. ] Bleſs me! What a damnable Crew 
is coming! I'm ſure our Houſe will ſcarce hold 
em all. ——— What a plaguy deal will they eat and 
drink, and how wofully our old Maſter will be put 
tot! —But hold, here are the Sparks I wanted. 
Clin. Oh Heavens! What's become of true Faith ? 
Whilſt for your fake, Anriphila, I fled my Native 
Country like a rambling Madman, you have feather- 
ed your Neſt finely at home, and left me in the midſt 
of all my Troubles. You, I ſay, that are the Cauſe of 
my fouleſt Diſgrace, and of my being ſo regardleſs of 
my Father. Now I'm aſham'd and troubled to the 
Soul, that he who read me ſo good Lectures upon the 
Tricks of thoſe Creatures, loſt all his Advice, and 
was not able to make me leave her. But now it 
muſt be done: When it might have been much to my 
Advantage, then I wou dn t. Not a Creature 
more miſerable than me. = 
 Syr. afide.] Faith Mr. Clinie has miſunderſtood W? 
every Syllable we were talking of. [To Clinie.]) 
Hark ye, Sir; you think worſe of your Miſtreſs tan 
ſhe deſerves : for as far as we can gather from Circum- RF 
ſtances, ſhe's ſtill the fame Woman; and her Heart as 
true to you as ever. | bf 
Clin. How's that? prithee tell me. For I'd deſire 
nothing i'th World ſooner than to find my Jealouſies 
faifly grounded. Sr. i 
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Sr. In the firſt place, that you may be ſure to know 
all: The old Woman that went for your Miſtreſs's 


Z Mother was nothing related to her; and ſhe's gone to 


her long home. This by chance I heard Antiphila 
tell the other as I was coming a long. 

Clit. Prithee, what other was that? ¶ Haſtily. 

Syr. Good Sir, have patience, and let me finiſh my 
firſt Story, and then I' come to yours. 

Clit. Diſpatch it quickly then. 

Fyr. To begin; when we were got to the Houle, 
Dromo knocks at the Door; out comes an old Wo- 
man: as ſoon as ſhe had open'd it, Dromo whips in, 
and I after him ; the old Woman claps to the Door, 
and falls hard to work again. And now was the time 
or never, Sir, to learn how your Miſtreſs had ſpent her 
Time in your Abſence, ſince we dropp'd upon her un- 
awares: And this gave an Opportunity of making a 
Gueſs at their common Practices; which give the 
beſt light into Peoples Humours. We found her in 
Mourning for the old Woman that's dead, 1 ſuppoſe. 
She had no rich or gaudy Attire on, but dreſs'd like 
thoſe homely Dames that have no Gallants to ſee, nor 
yet dawb'd over with naſty Paint, but her Hair looſly 
disſhevelled, and eareleſly thrown about her Shoulders, 
Forbear ! { Clinic going to ſpeak. 

Clin. Prithee, honeſt Boy, don't feed me like a 
Fool. | 

Syr. Well Sir, the old Woman ſhe ſpun: beſides her, 
there was a Girl weaving too with patch'd Cloaths, ill 
dreſs'd and very naſty. 

Ciit. If this be true, Mr. Clinie, as I fanſy tis, 
thou'rt the happieſt Man alive. Didn't you mind how 
{luttiſh and naſty he {aid the Maid was? That's a cer- 
tain Sign, Man, the Miſtreſs is honeſt, when the Con- 
fidant goes in Rags: For tis always the way to ſee 
the Chamber-maid fir ſt, before they make court to 
the Miſtreſs. 

Cin. Prithee, dear Rogue, on with your Story, 
but have a care of currying Favour by your Flams. 

| H 3 What 
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What ſaid ſhe when you firſt mention'd me? 

Syr. When I told her you were landed, and deſir d 
her Company forthwith, ſhe immediately threw aſide 
her Work, and cou'dn't ſpeak for, crying ; which, you 
may be ſure, was all for your fake. | 

Clin. As J hope for Mercy, I'm ſo tranſported, I 
ſcarce know where lam ; I was in ſuch a fright but 
juſt now. 


C.it. I knew, Sir, there was nothing amiſs 


- Now *tis my tu 
ther was, | | 
Sr. We have brought Madam Bacchis, your Mi- 
ſtreis, Sir. | 
lit. How? Bacchis d'ye ſay? Why, ye 
curſed Dog, whither d'ye bring her? [ In 4 Paſſon. 
Syr. Whither do 1 bring her? Why, to our Houle, 
Sir. | 
Clit. What, to my Father's, Sirrah? [Haſtily, 
Syr. Yes, to your Father's. 
| C.it. To ſee the Impudence of this Raſcal ! 
Syr. Hark ye, Sir, Faint heart never won fair Lady. 
Clit. Look to't, Sirrah , ſhall you pretend to ad- 
vance your own Reputation upo* my coſt: It you 


rn, Syrus: Let's know who that o- 


ſtep but the leaſt awry, I'm gone to all Intents and 


Purpoſes. 
Syr. But, Sir 
Clit. But, What? 

Syr. I'll tell ye, if you'll give me leave. 

Clin. Prithee give him leave. 

Clit. Well then. | 

Syr. The caſe is thus. As 1 

C':t. Pox, he's going to tell a Story nine Hours long. 
| Clin. I think ſo too. Therefore, Syrus, leave 
fooling, and come to the Point. ; 

$yr. In troth, Sir, I can hold no longer, you're 

| grown ſo troubleſome, that there's no dealing with 

Ou, —— [To Clitipho. 


And what will ye do then? 


* 


Clin. zo Clitipho.] Faith you ſhould give him the 


hearing tho, therefore pray be ſilent a little. 
| Fe | Sr, 
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Syr. You'd have a Miſtreſs, Sir; you'd enjoy her, 
and be able to preſent her too, but you wou'dn't run 
any Hazard for her. Keally you're wondrous wiſe, 
if it be Wiſdom to aim at that which can never be. 
You muſt either take the Hazard with the Prize, or 
loſe the Prize and run no Hazard. Now, Sir, take 
which {ide you love beſt : Tho I'm very certain thePlot 
Fve laid is both well contriv'd and fate: Firſt, you'll 


' have the Liberty of your Miſtreſs's Company under 


your . Father's Noſe, without the leaſt Danger; and 
then by the ſelf. ſame Means I ſhall find a Trick to nib 
the old Man o'th' Money you promis'd her; for which 
you've ſo often deafen'd my Ears with your Duns. 
And what a duce wou'd you have more? 

Clit. Provided it be as you ſay. | 

Syr. Hang your Provideds, can't you run the Ha- 
zard on't? 

Clit. Well, come on then, your Plot, how is't laid? 

Syr. Your Miſtreſs ſhall go for this Gentleman's. 

Clit. Very fine! But prithee, what ſhall we do 
with his own then? Shall ſhe be clap'd upon his Back 
too, as tho' one wasn't enough to crack his Credit. 

Syr. We'll have her to your Mother's. 

Clit. What to do there? 

Sr. Faith, Sir, *twil! take up nine Hours indeed to 
give ye the Hhy's and Hherefore's. Tis enough, that 
I ha' reaſon for't. 8 

Clit, Meer ſtuff! I can ſce nothing as yet to re- 
move my Suſpicions. 

Syr. Hold Sir. — If you're afraid of this Plot, 
I've another in my Head, which I'm ſure you'll both 
own to be ſafe enough. 

Clit, Prithee invent me ſuch a one as that. 
* Syr. That J will in an inſtant. I'll give 
'em the Meeting, and pray em to face about, and 
march home again [cornfully. 

Ciir. Hah! What's that you ſay? 

Hr. IU rid you of your Fears with a vengeance: 
That you may be ſure to ſleep ſoundin a whole Skin. — - 
[ 15 going off. HK Cur... 
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Clit, zo Clinie.] What had I beſt do now ? 


Clin. What you, Sir? Why een make good uſe of A 
Clit, Hark ye, Syrus, tell me truly what I ſhould do. 
Sr. Away, away, youll wiſh you had, when tis 


too late. 

Clin. Here's a fair Opportunity offer d; make good 
ule on't while you may; you aren't ſure of having 
the like again. 

Clit, Why, Syrus, I ſay. 

- Bavyl till your Heart ake, I'Il on for all that. 

lit. to Clinie.] In good earneſt you're i'th' right 
ont. But hark ye, Syrus, Syrus, I ſay; ſoho, 
Syrus. — Fog | [ Aloud. 

Clit. No, Syrus; I throw my ſelf, my Love, my 

Reputation too into your Hands. Ill leave all to your 


Determination, but ſee you diſcharge your Truſt well. 


Syr. That's Counſe] worth laughing at, i'faith: As 
though my Game wasn't at ſtake as well as yours, 
If an unlucky Caſt comes up, and ſpoils all our De- 
ſigns, you'll come off with a Reprimand, or ſo; But 


poor Pilgarlick muſt meet with a dry Beating. Upo' | | 


this Score, I muſt mind my Buſineſs very cloſely. But 
you muſt beg this Gentleman to gallant your Miſtreſs | 


the while: 


Clin. He may be ſure of my Aſſiſtance : And as the 


Caſe ſtands I am oblig'd tot. 

Cit. Oh, Sir, I'm extreamly engag'd to ye. 

Cim. You mult take care Bacchis ben't out in her 
Part. | 

Syr. Oh, ſte has her Leſſon to a tittle. 

Clit. For my part, I wonder how you could whee- 


dle her to come ſo ſoon; for ſhe ſometimes would 


ſcorn the very beſt of ye. | 
Sy. T took her in the very critical Minute, which 
is the moſt nicking Advantage: For who ſhould 1 
find there, but a ſneaking Captain paying his Devoirs 
for one ſingle Night's odging 3 ſhe manag'd this 
r Devil rightly with ſuch Artifice, as to inflame 
Rs greedy Appetite by keeping him at Bay, and - 
| the 
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the fame time to do a ſignal piece of Service to you. 
hut hark ye, Sir, have a care of making any falſe 
Step: You know how plaguy ſharp-ſighted your Fa- 
ther is in theſe Intrigues. And I can tell how hard it is 
for you to keep your ſelf within Compaſs, You 
| muſt have a mighty Care of all double-meaning Ex- 
reſſions, of caſting a Sheep's Eye over your left 
' Shoulder; of fighing, ſpitting, humming and jeering 
Clit. Faith I'll act it rarely.— 
Syr. See that you do then. 
Clit. =— — You your ſelf ſhall admire me for't. 
Syr. But ſee how quickly the Ladies come after us? 
Clit. Where are they? Why d'ye hold me Boy? 
[(to Syrus holding him. 
Syr. You've nothing to do with her now. 
Clit, Right, not before my Father. But till then — 
Jr. No, nor till then neither. 
Clit. Come let me go. 
Syr. frill holding him.] Not a Step, I ay. 
Clit. Prit hee, for one Minute. | 
Syr. That I forbid too. 
Clit. A civil Reſpect at leaſt. 
Hr. Get you gone, if you've any Guts in your 
ans. | 
Clit. Well, I'm going, but what muſt Clinie do? 
Syr. Stay here, | 
Clit. He has a fine time on't! 
Syr. Troop off, I fay. x 
[ Clitipho walks on a little o one ſide. 
Enter at à diſtance Bacchis, Antiphila, Dromo, 
Maiting-Maids, &c. 
Bac. In troth, dear Phillie, 1 can't but commend ye, 
and think ye very happy, in being ſo careful as to 
make your good Behaviour wholly anſwerable to your 
Beauty. As I'ma Sinner, I don't admire that all the 
Sparks of the Town ſhou' d die for ye, ſince your Diſ- 
cCourſe diſcovers the Sweetneſs of your Diſpoſition: 
For my part, when I come to conlider the Life and 
Converſation of ſuch as you, who are not common 
J 
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toevery Coxcomb, I don't wonder to find ye ſo modeſt 
and virtuous, and our ſelves ſo very little ike ye. For 
you 'tis the beſt way to be honeſt, but our Gallants 
won't ſuffer us to be ſo: Our Beauty makes m adore 
us for a while, but when that's decay'd, the Sparks 
are mad for anew Face: So that if we didn't provide 
for our ſelves in due time, we might &en pine away 
the reſt of our Days in a Deſart. For you, Madam, 
that take up with a Perſon whoſe Age and Nature is 
correſpondent with your own, he wholly keeps him- 
ſelf to you, and by mutual Conſent your Loves are 
made firm, and nothing can ever ſeparate your Hearts. 

Ant. I'm little acquainted with others; my ſelf I 
know well enough, who always take care that my 
dear Clinie's Happineſs ſhou'd. be the Foundation of 
my own. 

Clin. overhearing.] Ah, my dear Antiphila, tis for 
thy fake alone that I'm come home again; for whilſt 
1 was from thee, all Hardſhips I was put to were no- 
thing to the being depriv'd of thy ſweet Company. 

Syr. to Clitipho peeping from his Govert. ] I believe 
him, Sir. i 

C.it. T can ſcarce contain my ſelf, old Boy! Is't not 
a plaguy thing to be debar d of one's Humour, ha? 

Syr. to Clitipho, ] As far as I can perceive, your 


Father will make ye ſmart for't, if you ben't gone. 
Bac. What youngGentleman's that which ogles us fo? 
Ant. ſeeing Clinie. ] Oh, os lend me your hand, 
Bac. For Heaven's fake, what ail ye, my Dear? 4 


OO 


Aut. I'm going [| Faints away. 

Bac. Help. Alas, poor Soul! Anti- 
phila recovers a little.] How came this Fit upon ye, 
iny Phillie! 


« - 
* 
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dream ? 
Bac. Who's that you. ſee ?- 
Clin. My Lite, my Soul; Heavens bleſs thee —— 3 
[ Embracing. fi 
Ant. 


Ant. in 4 ſaft Tone, ] Do I ſee my Cinie, or do! 
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Ant. And thee alſo, my long-witſh'd-for dear 
Clinie, | | 
Cin. How is't, my Dear? | 
Ant. Well, ſince I have got you again, my Dear. 

+ Clin. embracing. ] And Gave I got you again, my 
Dear, within theſe Arms? You, that I have ſo paſſi- 
onately long'd for. 3 . 

* Syr. Come, come, turn in: The old Man and his 

Supper ſtays for ye. [ Exeunt omnes. 


The End of the Second Act. 


r 
Chremes alone. 


7 ＋ S juſt break of Day: And why fhou'dn't 1 
I «knock at my Neighbour's Door now, and give 
him the firſt News of his Sons Return, tho the young 


wy 
. 
* 


4 Man I fanſy will hardly thank me for't? But when! 
ſiee the poor Gentleman take on ſo extreamly for his 


Son's leaving him, how can I find in my heart to 


2; keep from him this unexpected Comfort, ſince his Son 


will be never the worſe for't neither? This muſt not 


'$ be, for J will aſſiſt the old Man to the utmoſt of my 
Power. And as I perceive his Son and mine help one 
another, all they can, and go hand in hand together in 
a4! 


all their Concerns, ſo it is but reaſonable that we their 
Fathers ſnou d do one another all the good Offices we 


1 *. 
dre able. 


Enter Menedeme on the one ſide of the Stage with a : 


Rake, &c. upon his Shoulders. 5 
Men. to himſelf.) Either I'm born under the Fatal- 
ty of an unlucky Planet, or that old Saying's wortn 
nothing, that Time cures all.things ;- for this Abſence _ 
of my Son affli&ts me every day more and more; ores | 
| | b 
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the longer he's away, the more I deſire to ſee hin 
again, and the more I miſs him. | 1 
Chr to himſelf.] Oh, yonders the Gentleman him- 7 
ſelf coming from home; I'll to him, and diſcourſe. 
Morrow to ye Neighbour, I'm come to ye "MM 
with ſuch News, that I believe you'll be heartily defi- 
Tous to know what it is. 
Men. Why, Sir, Have ye heard any thing of my 
Son then ? 
Chr. He's ſafe and ſound, Sir? 
Men. Where is he, I beſeech ye? 
Chr. At my Houle, Sir ? 
Men. What, my Son! 
Chr. Yes, your Son. 
Men. Is he come home then? 
Chr. Ves, indeed. 4 
Men. My Boy Clinie come home? | C 
[ Throns down his Rake, &c. 
Chr. Even ſo. | 


. Men. Let's be going then. I beſeech ye, Sir, 
bring me to the ſight of him. 7 
Chr. But he wou'dn't for the World have ye nor- 
he's come back: He avoids your Preſence upon the 
Account of what he has done, and is now afraid you 
ſhou'd be more ſevere than ever. | F 
Men. And didn't you tell him, how I was quite 


another Man ? Chr, Not I, Sir. 
Men. Why didn't ye? 

Chr. Becauſe if he finds you ſo ſoft, and give way 
{o eaſily, *twill be the worſe for him and you too. 

Men. It can't be help'd; for I've been too ſevere a 
Father already. 

Chr. Ah, Sir, you are always upon the extreams, 
either too profuſe, or too ſparing ; you run into the 
{ame Inconveniencies by one as well as the other. 
Formerly you forc'd your Son out of Doors rather 
than ſuffer him to keep a Miſtreſs, who then was 
contented with a little, and wou'd have been glad || 
to have ſnapp'd at any thing; but when 1 was Y 

| Orc“ 2 2 


£ 


— WEN p 
fn EIS a 
S s « 
6 "Fa", 2 . 


The SELF-TORMEN TOR. lay 


forc'd, by his leaving her, to grow common, and now 
can't be kept without a Mine of Money, now you 
give him his full liberty. For, to let you know how 
ſhe is accoutred for the Ruin of Mankind; ſhe car. 
ries at her Heels no lets than ten or a dozen Wait- 
ing-maids, with a great luggage of Golden Trap- 
pings: Were a Prince her Gallant, he'd be put to't 
to maintain her. Don't you think to do't. 

Men. Is ſhe at your Houſe too? 

Chr. She at my Houſe ſay ye? Yes, to my 
Coſt, I've made but one Treat for her and her Re- 
tinue; and i' faith, if T make another, I muſt be 
forced torun my Country. Toomit other Charges, 


what a curſed deal of Wine has ſhe conſumed me by 


her taſting and ſipping only, crying, Good old Father, 
this ſame Wine is too rough; pray, Sir, let's have ſome 
that is more ſmooth. 1 pierc'd every Cask and Pipe 


in my Cellar, and all my Servants were as buſie as ſo 


many Bees: And this was but one Night's Work, 
what will become of you, then, when they'll prey 
upon yeevery Day? As I'm aliving Soul, Sir, I hear- 
tily pity your Condition. | 

Men, E'en let him do as he lifts? Let him take 
it, ſpend it, make Ducks and Drakes of it, I'm re- 
ſolved to bear it, ſo I can but have him at home 
with me. . 

Chr. If you be ſo much ſet upon't, I believe 'twill 
be much the better way to conceal your delign, what- 
e er you allow him. 

Men. What wou'd ye have me do? 

Chr. Any thing rather than that you intended: 
Can't you convey him Money by a ſecond-hand, - 
and let your own Servant bubble ye, or ſo? And, 


the truth on't is, I have an inkling that they are a- 


bout ſome ſuch thing already, and that they are con- 


triving how to do't maſt cleverly : My Man Syrus, 


he whiſpers with yours, and the young Men the' 


lay their Heads together too: And tis better to loſe 


a Pound this way than a Penny t'other, *Tisn'tſa 
C TR EO WEL ns 
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much the Money, Neighbour, that is to be minded, 
as the Manner how to give it him with the leaſt 
Danger : For if he once finds which way the Stream 
runs, and that you had rather part with your Life 
and Money too, than loſe him: Fie! What a vaſt 
Gap do 1 lay open to. his Debaucheries? So that 
your Life will be a burden to ye; For too much Li- 
berty corrupts an Angel: Whatſoever Crotchet comes 
in his Crown, he'll be for't without conſidering whe- 
ther his Demands be reaſonable or no: You'll never 


endure to ſee your Eſtate go to wreck, and your Son 


ſpoiled into the Bargain. It you refuſe him a Far- 


thing, he'll fall to the old Dog-trick, which he finds 
will work moſt upon ye, and threaten zo be gone, 


forſooth. 
Men. All this ſeems true and probable enough. 

Chr. Troth, Sir, I cau'dn't {leep one wink this Night 
for racking my Head to reſtore to you your Son. 

Men. Your Hand, Sir,-———-] hope, Sir, you'll 

on as you've begun. | 

. Fm ready 2 ſerve ye. 

Men. D'ye know. what I mean, Sir? 

Chr. Let's hear't. | 


Men. That you'd haſten em in the Deſign; you 


perceive they have, of getting the Money from me: 
For I long to give my Boy what he wants, and as 
much to * a ſight of him. | 

Chr. Tl do my beſt, Sir, I muſt take my Syrus in 


Hand, and give him his Leſſon.— But hold, ſome . 
body's coming out of my Houſe..———-You had 
beſt get out o'th? way, for fear they perceive we are 
Plotting together. A little buſineſs at preſent calls 


me hence, for my Neighbours, Simus and Crito have 


ſome difference about ſome Lands, and made me their 
*Referree: I'll go tell em they muſt not look tor me 
to day, as I promiſed them: Fl be here again in a 


minute. 
Men. Pray, Sir, do. [ Exit. Chremes. 
Menedeme alone, ] Bleſs me! what an odd Com- 
el ER 2285 8 poſition 
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days; but really as the World goes now, the Woman 
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poſition Men are of! that they ſhou'd ſee further and 
judge better of other Peoples Affairs than their own? 
It may be, becauſe in our own Concerns we are too 
much poſſeſſed by our Paſſions of Joy or Grief. This 
ſame Chremes now, how much wiſer he ſeems to be 
for me, than I am for my ſelf ? [ Going off. 
Enter Chremes. | 

Chr. to Menedeme as he is going off.] I have got 
clear of them both, that I may ſerve you with more 
leiſure. 

Exit Menedeme with his Rake, &c. upon his . 
Shoulder. 
Enter Syrus at A diſlance. 

Syr. to himſelf.] Well, Friend Syrus, take this way 
or that way, Money muſt be by hook or by 
crook ; and our old Fox muſt be trapped too. 

Chr. partly hearing.) I wasn't miſtaken I perceive, _ 
when I ſaid they were about {ome ſuch deſign. Cli- 
nie's Man is a poor dull Tool, but mine's a Sharper ; 
he muſt do the Buſineſs. DLAſide. 

Sr. Whoſe Tongue's that ? - — Zookers all's 


| ſpoiled? Did he hear me trow, or no? [4ſide, 


Chr. Syras ! 

Syr. What, is it you, Sir? 

Chr. What's your Buſineſs here? | 

Syr. No great matter. You're a brave Man, 
Sir, to be ſtirring ſo early this Morning, after ſuch 
a rattle laſt Night, 

Chr. Why there was no hard drinking. 

Syr. No hard drinking, fay ye? Marry, I think, 
you're heart of Oak. Z | 

Chr. No more of that. | 

Sr. This {ſame Wench of Clinie's is a good ſort 
of a Wench, and * enough. 8 

Chr. Ay, ſo I found 


Syr. And, in troth, bas a very good Face too. 
Chr. So, ſo. 1 


Syr. Tho' not comparable to the Women in your 
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is very well: And I don't wonder Clinie is ſo deſpe- 
rately ſmitten : But he has a Father, a covetous, mi- 
ſerable, griping old Hunks, our next Neighbour ; Do 
ye know him, Sir? Becauſe he is afraid he 
ſhou'd be ſtarved himſelf, he has turned his poor Son 
out a grazing ; Don't you know what I ſay to be 


true? 

Chr. Ay, Why not There's a Raſcal deſerves 
the Strapado. | 

Sr. What Raſcal, Sir? [ Fearfully, 


Chr. The dull Rogue Clinie's Man. 
Sr. Faith, Syrus, I was plaguily afraid of thy 


Corps. [4/ide. 


Chr. That ſuffer'd all this. 
Syr. What cou'd he do? 


Cr. What cou'd he do? Why, he might have 
found out ſome device, or invented any ſlight to have 


help'd the young Gentleman ro Money for his Mi- 
ſtreſs: And ſo ha' ſav'd the ſtingy old Fellow from 
all this Vexation, whether he wou'd or no. 

Sr. Youre pleas'd to rally, Sir. 

Chr. "Twas no more than his Duty, Syrus. 

Syr. Pray, Sir, do you approve of thoſe that put 
Tricks upo' their own, Maſters ? 

Cyr. Yes, if there be juſt Occaſion for't. 

Syr. Very well i'faith. [ 4ſrde. 

Chr. Sometimes a little Tricking faves a great deal 


ot Trouble: As in this Cafe, twould ha' kept his on- 


ly Son fram rambling. | 
Syr. Faith, I can't tell, whether he's ip jeſt or in 


_ earneſt: However, he encourages me to that which I 


had a plaguy mind to before, [ Aſide. 
Chr, And now, Syrus, why does the Fellow idle a- 
way his time ſo, till his Maſter be forc'd to march off a 


| ſecond time, for not being able to defray his Mi- 


ſtreſs's Charges: Won't he raiſe one Battery againſt 
the old Man's Pocket ? 

Syr. The Fellow's a Fool, God bleſs him. 

Chr. You ſhou'd give him one Puſh tor the young 
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Syr. Sir, I'd do't with all my Heart, if you'd ſay but 
the Word; for I'm a compleat Maſter of that Art.— 

Chr. So much the better. 

Hr. l don't uſe to fail, Sir. 

Chr. Why do't then. 

Syr. But pray, Sir, take care to remember this, if 


it ſhould chance one day to be your Son's caſe, for 
you know we are all ſubject to Failings. | 


© 
3 
F) 


Chr. I hope I ſhall have no occaſion for that. | 
Syr. Troth, ſo do I; nor do I mention this, be- 


cauſe I ſuſpect any ſuch thing; But fay again, if it 
- ſhou'd chance to happen ſo, that you * ee 
Vou ſeg he's but young; and e dad, Sir, if that time 


once come, I ſnould manage ye moſt nobly. 


Chr. We'll talk of that when that time comes. Do 
you mind your preſent Cue? [Exit. Chremes. 
Syrus alone.] Well, I never heard Maſter talk bet- 
ter than mine upon this occalion. I cou'd never ha' 
hop'd to have had ſuch a large Toleration for Ro- 
guer y. But who comes out of our Houle there? 
Re-enter Chremes with Clitipho. | 
Ch. to Clitipho entring.] What Impudence is this, 
I pray; is this your Trade Clitipho? Do theſe things 
come you? Hah! | 
Clit. What did I do, Sir? | 
Cr. Didn't I ſee ye juſt now with your hand in 
the Courteſan's Boſom ? | 
Syr, liſtning.] All's out, I'm quite broke. [| Aſ:de. 
Clit. Who I, Sir? | 
Chr. Theſe very Eyes ſw it: Come don't ſtand in 
a lye. You deal baſely by the Gentleman that you 
cou'dn't keep your hands to your felt ; tor tis a great 
Affront to entertain a Friend, and then play an under- 
hand Game with his Miſtreſs. How ſtrangely uncivil 
you were laſt Night at Supper too? 
Syr. You're i'th Right on't, Sir. [To Chremes, 
Chr. And how troubleſome too ? That,as I'm a 
living Soul, I wes miſerably afraid it ſhould ha' coſt 
you a Duel. I know the Humour of theſe Lovers 
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is to repreſent Things extreamly, which no body 


dreams of. 
C.it. But, Sir, he has a mighty Confidence in me, 
and knows I won't ſerve him an unhandſome Trick. 
Cr. What then? But you might ha' left em toge- 
ther a little while however : Lovers have a thouſand 
things to ſay and do, which your Preſence is a curb 
to; I know this by my ſelf; tor I have never a Friend 
1th' World, Clitipho, that I dare truſt all my private 
Actions with: I'm afraid of my Superior, and aſham'd 
of my Equal, leſt the one ſhould take me for a Fool, 


and the other for a Debauchee, - — Suppoſe it to. 
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be his Caſe: For tis our Duty to know when and 7 


where to be complaiſant to a Friend. 


Syr. D'ye mind what he ſays? [ Aſide to Clit. 


Ct. Ay, to my Sorrow. [ Aſede, 

Sr. Didn't I tell you of this before? But you've 
play d the part of a very ſtaid and reſerved Gentle- 
man ! [A4/ide, and jeeringly to Clitipho. 

Clit. Prithee hold your Tongue. 

Syr. You are th” right, Sir. 

Cor. I ſwear, Syrus, I'm aſham'd of him. 


Sr. Sol believe, Sir; and good Reaſon too, for it 


grieves me allo very much. 


Ct. What nc'er a dene? [Augrily. 


Sr. Faith, Sir, 1 ſpeak as I think. 
lit. co Chremes. ] Muſtw't 1 come nigh 'em then? 
Chr. Yes, in a civil way, but not as you do. 
Syr. aſide.] Our Plot's juſt ſinking, he'll betray all 
before we get one Bag of Money. to Chremes. ] 


Pray, Sir, will ye be pleas'd to take a Fool's Counſel 


for once? Cir. What's that? 

Syr. To order him to withdraw a little. 

Clit. Whither, I pray? [ Angrily. 

Syr. Whither? why, whither you pleaſe, make 
room for the Lovers, and take a turn the while. 

Clit. I take a turn! To what place? 

Syr. Piſh! as if ye wanted a place to walk in ; 
take this way, or that way, or. which way you will. 

Chr. He lays right, I'll have it fo,, Clit, 
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Clit. Confound ye for a Dog! for ſending me to 
the De'ils Arte a Peak. | 
Sr. Keep your Hands to your ſelf then another 
time. [ Aſide to Clitipho. 
| Exit Clitipho. 
Syr. What fay ye, Sir? What d'ye think will be- 
come of this Son of yours, if ye don't, with the ut- 
moſt Authority of a Father, give him due Correction 
and Inſtruction? 
Chr. Let me alone for that. 
* Syr. Ay, Sir, and now's the time you muſt watch 
um. 
vw Chr. Il warant ye. 
9 Syr. Ay, ſo you had beſt; for he minds me every 
day leſs and leſs. | 
Chr. But hark ye, Syrus, tho“! Ha' ye confider'd 
the bulineſs, I told ye of? Ha' ye found any Plot ac- 
cording to your Mind yet? OY 
Syr. You mean about the bubbling of Menedeme, 
* S$S't Sir! I've juſt now ſtumb!'d upon one. in; 
407 Chr. Thou'rt a brave Lad: Prithee what 1s't ? 
1 Sr. IIl tell ye, Sir: But as one thing brings out 
another. Cyr, What then, Boy ? 
Syr. This fame Bacchis is a plaguy Jade. 
__ Czx. So] thought. | 
„ Syr. aſide.] Yes, if you knew all. Do but 
obſerve what a Whore's trick ſhe's going to play. 
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Niere lives an old Woman of Cyrimrh, to whom 

fa: Baggage had lent above thirty Pounds. 

5 Chr. Very well“? | 

* - Syr. This old Woman's dead and gone, and left her 

f young Daughter, whom ſhe keeps in pawn for the 
Money. 


Chr. So then. | | 
Sr. Her has this Bacchis brought along with the 


reſt; and ſhe's now in your Lady's Apartment. 
Chr. Well, and how then ? | 
Syr. She baits at Clinie to lay down the Money, 
and then ſhe'll give him the Girl for an nn, 
| But 
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But ſhe demands the full Sum of Thirty Pounds. 
| Chr. Does ſhe fo? 

| Syr, Whoo! D'ye queſtion it ? | | 
|. Chr. I did. But what d'ye mean to do next? 

Sr. Who, Sir? PIl away to Mr. Mene- 
deme's, tell him that this Girl was ſpirited away from 
Ciria, that ſhe's one of a rich and noble Family, and 
he'll get the Lord knows what, if he'll ranſom her, 

Chr. You've miſs'd the Mark. 

Syr. Why ſo, Sir? | 

Chr. T'll anſwer ye for Menedeme: Tl have no- 
thing to do with her: What's your Reply? 

Syr. Pray, Sir, {peak more to our Mind, iN 

Chr, There's no occaſion for that. 1 

Syr. No occaſion, Sir? 

Cyr. No, marry isn't there. g 

Syr. Why, Sir ? I don't take your meaning. 

Chr. T'l tell you preſently. — Stay, ſtay, a little; 
What's the meaning of this buſtle at our Door ? 4 
Enter at à diſtance Soſtrata, with à Ring in her Hang. 

and the Nurſe. MOT ar | 

Soft. to the Nurſe entring.] If I ben't mightily | 
| miſtaken, this is the very Ring I ſuſpe& my Daughter | 
| had about her when expos'd. - 2 
N Chr. What means my Woman by this talk, Syrus? 
| Soft. How is't Nurſe, is't not the fame, think ye? 
Y Nur. Truly, Madam, I faid *twas the fame, as ſoon 
. as e er I ſawy t. | 
. Soft. But did ye view it well ? 
| Nur. Oh, very well, Madam. 

Soft. Do you go in, and bring me word whether 
[ ſme has bathed her ſelf; the mean time Tl] wait here 
for my Husband. Exit Nurſe. 


| | Syr. to Chremes.] She wants you, Sir, you had 
+ - beſt ſtep and ſee what ſhe'd have. I can't gueſs why 
ſhe's ſo th? dumps: Tisn't for nothing, I'm ſure. 
| I fear the worſt. | | 
Chr. Pſhaw ! What ſhou'd it be? She's only big 
with Fool, and wants to be deliver d. 25 
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Chr. And my goodold Woman too. 

Soft. J was looking for thee, my Bird. 

Chr. Well now, your pleaſure. 

Soft. Firſt, I deſire ye to believe that I wou'dn't do 
any thing againſt your Commands. 

Chr. That's very hard to believe, but if you'd ha? 
me, for once III believe't. 

Syr. This clearing her ſelf aforehand bodes ſome . 
plaguy Miſchief. [ Aſide. 

Soft. Don't you remember, when I was once big 
with Child, you ſtrictly charged me not to bring it 
up, if it prov'd a Girl. 

Chr. I ſmell out the buſineſs, you have brought it 
up then. Isn't it ſo? 

Syr. If that be true, *twill make adamn'd hole in my 
Maſter's Pocket. 

Soft. No ſuch matter; for I gave it to an old Wo- 
man of Corinth, a good honeſt Neighbour of ours to 
expoſe it. 

Chr. Bleſs us! Was there ever ſuch a Simpleton? 

Soſt, Oh me! What hurt have I done? 

Chr. What hurt quotha' ? I[Angrily. 

Soſt. Indeed, dear Husband, if I have offended, 
*twas ignorantly. | 

Chr. I know this well enough, tho' you had ne'er 
own'd it, that every thing you ſay or do is ignorantly 
and fooliſhly. How many Blunders ha' you com- 


mitted in this one thing! Firſt, had you regarded my 


Authority, the Girl ſhou'd ha' been made away 
withal, and you ſhou'dn't ha* come with an idle flam 
of her Death, when you did all ye cou'd to fave her. 
But let that paſs, twas Fundneſs, and a Mother's 
Tenderneſs; I bear with't. But how rarely you've 
forecaſted the Buſineſs! And what were your Inten- 
tions? Pray conſider on t. *Tis moſt manifeſt you've 
betray'd your Child to this old Woman, either for a 
common Proſtitute, or to be expos d to publick State. 
I fancy you 1 any thing wou d ſerve turn, ſo 
her Life was ſar d. But why ſhou d one 3 
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Head with ſuch Fools, who know nothing of Juſtice, 
Honeſty or Reaſon: Be it better or worſe for em or 
againſt 'em, they ſee nothing but what they liſt. 

Soft, My dear Chremes ! 1 confeſs I was much to 


blame, and am convinc'd : And now let me beg of ye, 


as Nature has made you the Wiſer of the two, ſo be 
the more generous, and let your Goodneſs protect my 
Simplicity. | 
Chr. Well, Ill forgive ye this Fault; but in fober 
Sadneſs, Wife, my good Nature will be the fpoiling 
of ye. But now let's hear the occaſion of this Story 
what'ere it be. | 
| Soft, As we Women are always very fooliſh and 
ſuperſtitious, ſo when J gave the Child to be expos'd, 
I took a Ring off my Finger, and fent it with her ; 
that, if ſhe died, ſhe might ha' carried away ſome 
Token of our Kindnefs. ; 
Chr. That's well, fo you {xy'd the Child's Life, 
and had your own Humour into the bargain. 
Soſt. ſhbewing a Ring.] Look ye, this is the very 
Ring. 
| Chr How came ye by't'? . 
Seft. The young Gentle woman that Bacchis brought 
with he 
yr. How ! Aſide. 
2.5 What ſays ſhe to't? 8 
Soſt. She gave it me to hold, whilſt ſhe went 


to the Bath: At firſt J took no notice on't; but when 
I ey'd it more narrowly, I knew it, and came run- 


*ning in all haſte to acquaint you. 

Chr. And what can ye ſuppoſe or gather from this 
*Gentleweman ? 5 e 
Sof. ] can't. tell, without you'll examine her where 
the had it, if ſhe can inform you about it. 

. Syr. My Plot's countermin'd: I find there's more 
i' th Wind than I cou'd wiſh for; ſhe's certainly my 
Maſter's Daughter, if this be true. Aide. 
Ohr. Is the old Woman alive ye deliver'd the Child 
to? | | I 2 up VEG 
Soft. I don't know, : | Chr, 
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Chr. How did ſhe ſay ſhe had diſpos d on it? 
Soft. Juſt as I order'd her. 
Chr. What's her Name, that we may hunt her up? 
Soſt. Philtere. 
Hr. The very fame: ſhe's as ſurely found as Im 


Aoſt. [A4ſide. 
4 Chr. Come, Wife, let's retire. 
> Soft. How things happen beyond my expectation! 
I was extreamly afraid you'd prove as ſevere now as 
** when you gave your firſt Orders. 

Chr. A Man can't always do as he wou'd, if his E- 
> ſtate won't afford it: Now my Circumſtances are 
** ſuch, that 1 ſhou'd be glad of a Daughter; former- 
= ly *twas otherwiſe. Exeunt omnes. 


| The End of the Third AF. 
| Ac T IV. 
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* | fafe, unleſs I find out ſome way to keep the old Man 
from perceiving this to be his Son's Miſtreſs : For to 


27 ſuddenly out of my very Chaps. What ſhall I go 
about? — Or what ſhallI invent? ] muſt draw 

a new Platform. Hang it, Diligence out does the 
Devil. Suppoſe I go this way to work. 


Fox, that won't do. Suppoſe that way. 
Twill be all one. But ] believe this will dot. 
No, Les, beſt of all IL ha't, I ha't: I believe 1 


ſhall 


2 
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ſhall once more come to the fingering of that damn d 
Run- a- gate Money. 

IM Ae Enter Clinie at a diſtance. 

Clin. zo himſelf. ] From this time forward nothing 
can happen to me that can give me any diſquiet; ſuch *# 
is the Happineſs I'm ſurpriz d into. I'll ſo wholly 
give up my ſelf to my Father's Pleaſure now, that 
Vl] be far better than he himſelf can wiſh. - 

Syr. aſide. ] I wasn't beſide the Mark, I ſee; the 
Gentlewoman is really diſcover'd, by what I hear 
from the Spark. — [ zo Clinie] I'm heartily glad, Sir, 
things are fallen out ſo favourable to your Deſires. Th 

Clin. Prithee, honeſt Boy, did you hear on't too ? 

Syr. Yes, for I was by at the diſcovery. = 

Clin. did ye ever know any one ſo fortunate as 17 

Syr. No, Sir. | = 

Clin. Let me die if I'm half ſo glad for my own ſake 
as for hers, whom no Bleſſing can be too great for? 

Sr. I believe ſo too. Now, Clinie, it comes to 
your turn to do us a {mall kindneſs: You muſt re- 
member your Friend, that his Butineſs may be ſecur'd * 

too, and his Miſtreſs be ſtill conceal'd from our old Gen- 
tleman. 

Clim. not minding him.] Gods 

Sr. Forbear theſe Raptures. 6 1 

Clin. — Shall my dear Antiphila be mine then? 

Syr. Won't ye let me ſpeak, Sir ? þ 

Clin. What would'ſt have me do, old Soul? I'm i 
ſo tranſported, prithee bear with me. 6. 

Sr. Faith ſo I do, but fore againſt my Will. s 
| Clin. ſtill not minding him.] We ſhall live as happy ® 

as the Gods. 7 
_ » $yr. I ſee my Labour's loſt. 

Clin. Now ſpeak, I'm ready. 
- Syr. But by and by you won't. 
Clin. Yes, but I will. | 

Syr. I tell ye, Sir, there's ſome care to be taken, 
that your Friend's Buſineſs be ſecur d. Now, if you 
go away and leave Bacchis at our Houſe, _ -_ 
* laſter 


— * 
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MaPer will immediately find her to be his Son's Mi- 


ſtreſs: But if ye take her along with ye, the Intrigue - 


will be as much i'th' dark as ever 'twas. 
Clin. Ah, but Syrus, nothing makes more againſt 
my Wedding than this; for with what Face can 1 
Z ſpeak on't to my Father? Do you mind what J ſay? 
= FSyr. Yes. 85 | 
Cn. What ſhall I fay to him? what excuſe can I 
pretend? 
” Syr. What? —— I wou'dn't have you ſay one 
= word of untruth ; but cen plainly tell him the whole 
buſineſs. Clin. How ! 
55 * I'd have ye tell him your Paſſion for Antiphila, 
and that you'd needs marry her; but that this Bacchis 
is Clitipho's Miſtreſs. | 
Clin. You demand of me nothing but what is juſt, 
© reaſonable and eaſie; I ſuppoſe you'd have me beg my 
Father to keep all from your old Gentleman. 
 d5Syr. You miſtake me; I'd ha' your Father tell him + 
the whole Story directly, from top to bottom. 
Cin. How! Are you mad or drunk? In troth, 
you'll plainly ruin him: Prithce tell me how he can 
have his Buſmeſs ſecur d, as ye ſay ? | 
Hr. Oh, 1 reckon this a Maſter- piece of my Cun- 
ning: In this Plot I triumph in having that mighty 
knack and faculty at Jugglingas to cheat both of them, 
by telling the Truth: So that when your od Gentle- 
man ſhall tell our old Gentieman of his Son's Miſtreſs, 
he ſhall laugh at it. 
Cin. So you once more deſtroy all my Hopes of 
RX Matrimony : For as long as Chremes believes her to 
ibe my Miſtreſs; he'll never venture his Daughter up- 
gon me. Perhaps you don't care whether I ſink or ſwim, 
ſo you can but ſerve Clitipho's turn 


* 
7 © 
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Sr. What a Pox! Dye think I'd have ye act the 
Cheats for ever? One Day ſer ves my turn, till I've fin- 
ger'd the Money, that's all: Not a bit longer do I deſire. 
Cn. Will one Day ſerve? But what if his Father 
ſhou' d find out all Yth' mean time? 


I De. 


— 
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Syr. Right! And what if the Sky ſt.ou'd fall! 

Clin. I dread what will come on't. 

Syr. Dread! A Fiddle-ſtick! As if you weren't 
able to {lip your Neck out o' the Collar when ou 
pleaſe; you may clear ail by making a full diſcovery. ©? 

Cin. Well, come on then, let Bacchis be brought 
over then. 

Syr. That's very well. Here ſhe comes. 

Enter Bacchis and Phrygia, | 
Bac. to Phrygia, entring.] T'faith, this Rogue's im- 
pudent Pretences have brought me hither to a fair pur- 
pole, in hopes of the thirty Guineas he promiſed me: 
And if he fools me now, he ſhall fawn and cringe till 
his Heart-ake for me, to come hither again, and III 
not do't: Or elſe Il make an Aſſignation, and Ap- 
point a time (which he'll be ſure to tell his Maſter of 
and when Clitipho's Mind is big with Exvectation, III 
baffle em and not come at all; and then Syruss Back 
ſhall ſoundly ſmart for't. | * 
M Clin. overhearing.] She promiſes very fairly, Syrus. 
Syr. D'ye think ſhe's in jeſt, Sir? Shel] as fairly | 
per for m it, if I don't look to my hits. 1 

Bac. zo Phrygia.] They're in a dead ſleep ſure; but 5 

M rouſe them with a Vengeance. Hark ye, 
i P-rygia, did you take noticeof Charine's Houſe which 
Ml the Man ſhew'd us juſt now ? +3 
l PLr. J did, Madam. 1 
Bac. Tis the very next Houſe on the Right-hand. 

Phr. I remember it. | _—_ 

Bac. Hie you thither, full ſpeed: For the Captain | 
is juſt now with Charine at Bacchis's Feaſt, 1 

Hr. What Devil's to do now?  [Afide. 4 

Bac. Tell him I'm here fore againſt my Will, and 
am kept by force: But Il have a trick to get rid of em, i 
and come to him ſtrait. [Phrygia going off. 


8 


Syr. *Sdeath! I'm at my laſt Prayers. [ Aide. 
Stay, Madam, ſtay, Where are you ſending her, I 
beſcech ye? Call her back. = 

Bac. 0 Pbrygia ] Get you gone, I fay. : 2 


* 
* 


— —— in RE COT OOO — 
1 * — K 
* * a 
* 


1 
AT 
a 


OE SCION — — — a eee 
0 * 2 —— — —ö — 
* * _ - . 
oo - - ” ; 
* 6 
* * . 


N. 

e 
= 4 
7 ? 


v 
— 
1 
* 
« 
„ 
4 


9 


The SELF-TORMENTOR. 141 


Syr. The Guineas are juſt ready, Madam. 
Bac. Then I'll ſtay. [ Phrygia returns. 
Sr. You ſhall receive them in a Minute. 
Bac. As you pleaſe for that: Dye ſee me in ſuch 


=: haſte for em? 


5 


1 


Syr. Pray, Madam, do you know what you are to 


do? Bac. What? 


Hr. You mult juſt ſtep over to Menedeme's, and all 


Jour Train mult go too, 


Bac. Ve impudent Dog, what d'ye mean? [ Angrily. 
Syr. To coin Money tor your Ladyſhip's ute. | 
Bac. D'ye think me a fit Perion to play upon thus? 
Syr. No, I'm in earneſt, Madam. 
Bac, Have I any Buſineſs with you there? 
Syr. No, Madam, but there I'll pay you the Money. 

Bac. Let's be going then. | 

Syr. Come this way, Madam. 

Exit Bacchis, led out by Clinie and Phrygia. 

Syr. Soho, Dromo. 

| Enter Dromo. 

Dro. Who calls? Syr. Tis I. 

Dro. Whar's the Matter? 

Hr. Bring over all Bacchis's Servants to your Houts 
quickly. Dro. Why ſo, tho“? 

Syr. Don't ſtand to ask Queſtions, let em carry all 


1 their Baggage with em too: The old Gentleman 
will think his Charge is leſſen'd as ſoon as his Houſe 


is clear o th' Lumber : Faith, he little thinks he ſhall 


pay ſauce for't at the long run: and you, Dromo. it 
= you have any Wit, take not the leaſt notice of what 


you know. ; 


Dro. You'll ſay, I'm a perfect Mute. 
E. it Dromo, and preſent iy re- enters with Bacchis's 
Serd ants, and. their Luggage, croſſing the Stage. * 
After them enter Chremes. * 
Chr. te himſelf.] As I'm a Sinner, I can't but pit 
my poor Neighbour's Caſe, to ſee him under hich 
great Misfortunes, as to be forc'd to maintain this 
Creature, with all her Family at her Back. I'm fa- 
2 tisfied 


— 


Iy to caſt a Miſt before your Eyes, 
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tisfied he won't feel much for a Week or ſo, cauſe 
of his longing deſire to ſee his Son. But when he 
once comes to find ſuch a vaſt Charge to continue dai- 
ly, and that there will be no end on't, he'll wiſh his 
Boy at the furtheſt Indies. Oh, here is Syrus 


9 
; 
1 
1 


very ſeaſonably. 
Syr. Why don't I board him ? I[Aſide. 
Syr. Ha, Sir! 


Chr. What makes ye ſo merry? 
Syr. T've wiſl'd for ye this half hour. 

Chr. 1 fanſy you've been tampering with the old 
Gentleman about ſomewhat. 4 
Syr. You mean that which we diſcours'd of juſt 

now. No ſooner ſaid, but done. 
Chr. In good earneſt! 
Syr. Yes, Sir, in good earneſt, To 
Chr. Faith I can't forbear ſtroaking thee. Come | | 


| kither ye little Rogue, I'll remember thee for this: 


E'dad1 will. 

Syr. Ah, Sir, if you knew how prettily it jump'd| 
into my Brain. | 
Chr. Pho! D'ye pride you ſelf 'cauſe of your good IN 
Luck ? - 

Syr. Troth, not I: I only ſpeak the Truth. 

Cr. Let's hear't then. 'P 

Syr. Ciinie has told his Father that Bacabis is your | 
Son's Miſtreſs; and that he brought her thither on- 


Cor. Very well! 1 : 
Syr. Pray tell me what ye think on't. 9 
Chr. *T was admirable, I ſwear. F 
Syr. aſide.) Ay, if you knew all. But mark || 
- what Plot's behind. Then C:mie tells him he 1 
has ſeen your Daughter, is much taken with her, and 1 
has a Mind to marry her. # 
Chr. What ſhe that we've juſt found to be ours? 
Syr. Yes, Sir. And he'll deſire his Father to 3 10 
get your Conſent. 
Chr. Why ſo, . I dont underſtand any ceafor if 
lor t. Hr. 
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Syr. Pſhaw ! you're ſo dull of Apprehenſion. 
Chr. Like enough. 
Sr. His Father is to give him Money for the Wed- 
ding, to you take me, Sir? 
Cor. To buy him a Wedding- Suit, I warrant. 
Fyr. Right, right. | 
/ Chr. But Tl neither give him my Daughter, nor 
my Promite. - 
' dSyr. No, Sir? Why not? | 
Chr. Why not, ſay ye? D'ye think II marry her 
toa — 8 
Hr. As y ou pleaſe for that; I didn't ſay you ſhou'd 
let him have her for good and all; but only pretend it. 
Cr. I hate ſuch Pretences.=—— Plot as you pleaic, 
ſo as you don't make me one of the Plot. Shall I pio- 
miſe to give my Daughter, when I don't intend to co 
any ſuch thing? 
> Syr. I was in hopes you might. 


Chr. Not abit on't. | 

Fyr. In troth it might ha'been done cleverly ; I had. 
ne er undertook it, hadn't you urg'd me to't. | 

— C3r. I grant it. 

> Syr. But however, Sir, my Intentions were good. 
Chr. Id ha' ye by all means do your beſt to cheat Me- 
nedeme, but then I'd ha' ye go another way to work. 
7} Syr. So 1 will, Sir, we'll find out one.— But for 
the Money I tod ye your Daughter owes to Bacchis, 
that muſt be paid down upo' th' Nail. Neither will 
vou (I preſume ) ſhift it off by ſaying, What ist to 
me! Did ſhe lend me the Money? Wait done by my 
Orders? What had ſhe to. do to pawn my Daughter 
without my conſent ? As for that, the old Sayiny's- 
true, Tow may have much Law o your ſide, and but 
little Equity, | 
x C2r. I'll ha' none of theſe ſhifts. 
1 Syr. Tho' others may do't, yet *twon't look well in 
vou, for the whole Town counts you a rich Man, and 
very well to paſs !th' World. 


| ; Cor. Well then, I'll go and pay the Money my ſelf. 
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25 You'd better order — Son to do that. 
Cr. Why ſo? 

Syr. Becauſe he now goes under the Name of her 
Gallant. Cr. What of all that? 

Hr. Why, if hecarry't himſc.f, the thing will!ook 
as if it had ſomething of truth in't: And by that 
means I ſhall the more dexterouily bring about my 
own deſign too. Oh, yonder's the Man, you'd 
belt ſtepin and fetch the Money. 

Chr. So I will. [ Exit Chremes. 

Enter Clitipho at another part of the Stage. 

Clit. t himſelf.] There's nothing ſo eaſie, but it be- 
comes hard to an unwilling Mind. This very Walk 1 
have taken, tho' but a little one, yet how faint 't has 
made me. And now, I dread nothing ſo much as to 
be ſent on another Fool's Errand, and not ſuffer'd to 
come nigh my dear Pacchis — [to Syrus. ] Now all the 
Gods en thee for a Rogue, and all thy fine 
Tricks and Invent ions Thou art always 
framing ſome damn'd Villany to plague me withal. 

[ Angrily. 

Syr Keep your Curſes to your ſelf (if you go to that) 
I'm Aae your fooliſh Il-nature had like to ha brought 
my Neck to a Halter. [ Huſfongly. 

Clit. O' my Soul, I wiſh it had; I'm ſure *twas no 
more than you delerv'd. 

Syr. Than I deſerv'd! How ſo, pray? I'm 
glad [ know ſo much of your Mind before ye jeceiv d 
the Money I juſt got ready for ye. 

Clit. What cou'd I have faid lets t'ye? You went 
and brought my Miſtreſs hither, and then not ſufier 
me to come nigh her. 

Syr. Well, I ha' done, I'm cool again, ——— But 

can you gueſs where your Miſtreſs is? 

C it. Why, at our Houſe? 

Syr. No but ſhe isn't. 

Cit. Where then, pray? 

Syr. Art Mr. C.inie's, 

Clit. All's gone. 
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&yr. Courage, Sir; you your ſelf ſhall go to her 
with the Money promis'd her preſently. - 

Clit. Thou prateſt like a Fool; Where ſhou'd I ha't ? 

Syr. From your own Daddy. 

Ciit. You only banter me. _ ['Smilingly. 
Syr. You'll ſoon ſee that, 

Cit. Nay, then I'm made for ever, Syrus? — 
Dear Rogue, let me buſs thee, 

Syr. St! there comes your Father. — Have a 
care you don't play the Fool, and make a wonderment 
at the Matter; obſerve the Motion; do as you're bid, 
and ask no Queſtions, 

Enter Chremes with a Bag of Money. 

Chr. Where's this C itipho now? 

Syr. Stay here, Sir. [ 4/:de to Clitipho. 

C it, Here he is, Sir. 

Chr. to Syrus. ] Ha' you told him the Buſineſs? 

Syr. Molt of it, Sir. 

Che, zo Clitipho. ] Here take this Money, ang car- 
t it to her. 

Syr. *Zookers: Why d'yc ſtand like a Poſt? Why 
don't ye take it? | [ Ade to Clitipho. 

C it, Giv't me if you pleaſe. [Chicmcs gi ves Hin 

5 the Monty. 

Syr. Follow me as faſt as; ou can. [To Clitipho. 
But you, Sir, be p'eas'd to ſtay here a Minute till we 
come Lack, tor we've no occaiion to ſtay long there, 

[To Clhremes, 
Excunt Clitpho and Syrus. 
Chremes alone. 

do my Daughter has got thirty gco Pounds of we 
already, which Account goes for her Board. I fu pole 
the other thirty muſt follov/ for fine Cloaths. After 
this comes a round Sum for a Portion. Well! This 
fame Cuſtom is the Devil. Now muſt I leave all Works 
to find ſome honeſt Fellow to caſe me of that Money 
I've been ſo long ſcraping together. 

To him enter Menedeme. 


Men. to Clinic within.] Dear Child, now do I think. 
| 1 * BY 
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my {elf the happicſt Father i th World, fince I find 


You ſo well retorm'd. 
Chr. overhearing.] How ſweetly he's miſtaken ! 
| Apde. 
Men. Coremes! 'Twas you T wanted. Now, 
Zir, you may be the making of my Son, my ſelt, and 
Famiy; and [beg you'd dot. 
Cyr. Good Sir, What wou'd you ha' me do? 
Men. It ſeems you have found out a Daughter to 
day. My Sen Clinie deſires your Conſent to 
marry her. 
Cir. Bieis me! What a ſtrange Man are you? 
Men. What d'ye mean ? 4 
Chr. Ha' ye to ſoon forgot the Trick we talk d of 
Juft now, which was to be play'd to chouſe you of 
your Money ? 
Men: J remember it. 
Chr. Why this it ixthey're now at work upon. — 
Men. What is't you ſay, Chremes ? 
Cr. — II warrant ye, this ſame Bacchis at your 
Houſe is my Son's Mittreis too; Is the not? 
Men. They fay ſo. 
Cz. Ard you believeit? _ 
Men. Yes, that I do. | 
Chr. Then they pretend that your Son has a Mind 
to be married: So that when I've promis'd him my 
Daughter, you may let him ha' Money to buy Wed- 
ding-Cloaths, and the like. : | 
Aen. That's the buſineſs then, he wants it for his 
Miſtreſs. Chr. No doubt on't, 


Men. Alas, unhappy Man! My Joys are n pt th? 


Bud: And yet I'd rather endure any thing than part 
with him again What aniwer, Sir, ſhalll carry 
from ye, that he may n't perceive I've found it out or 
Ay it to Heart? 
Chr. To heart fay ye? — Pſhaw! Menedeme yau 
cocker him too much by half. 

Men. Let it beſo; I'm gone too far to draw back ; 
1 beg, Sir, but the continyance of your . 


_ 
£7 
* LAT 4 " 

: Mate 
© . 
19 1 

= : 
* 
5 


The SELF-TORMEN TOR. | 147 
Chr. You may tell kim we met and treated of tlie 


Men. Well, and what more? | 
Chr. That I'm ready to do any thing: That I 


7 by like him for a Son-in-Law : And laſtly, it you pleaſe 
you may tell him I've given my Conſent. 


Aen. Oh that's it I'd have. 
Chr. That he may ask ye for the Money the ſooner, 


; and you the ſooner part with itaccording to your Wiſh., 


Men. That's what I aim at. 
Chr. In troth, by what I can fee, you'll quickly be 


| Coy'd with this Son of yours; but as the Caſe ſtands, 


if you've your Wits about ye, you mult give it hin: 


very cautiouſly, and little by little. 


Men. So I will, 13 
C:r. You had beſt go in and fee how much he'd. 


have; I ſhall be at home, it you want me. 


Men. Tis that I'd have, for whate're 1 do I ſhall 


make you acquainted: with. 


The End of the Fourth Ad, 


{ TELLER IEEE TM 


er V. 
Menedeme alone. 


O R my part, I muſt own my ſelf tobe ſome what 
ſilly, and flew of Apprehennon; but my Neigh-- 


bour here, this fame Afliſtant, Counſellor; and ſage 
Director o' mine, outdoes me a Bar and a half The 


benourable Titles of Fool, Blockhead, Codpare, Aſs, 


and Dolt, may well enough be apply'd to me, but they 
# wont come up to him, tar his Folly is beyond ex 
= preition: | * 1 "£64 


Enter Chremes at another part of the Stage. 
Chr. to Soſtrata within. ] Prithec Wife don't tite: 


ont the Gods with being io unmanneriy overthank-- 


ful for having found ont your Daughter, unleſs you? 
e Ic 
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meaſure them by your ſelf, and fanſy they can't un- 
derſtand a thing without hearing it a hundred times 
over. [o himſelf] But th mean time, what 
aduce makes Clitipho and Syrus ſtay ſo long at Mere- 
deme's? 
Men. Who are thoſe that ſtay fo long, Chremes ? 
Chr. Hah, Mr. Menedeme! are you got hither a- 
ga'n?—Well, Sir, did ye tell your Son what I ſaid? 
Men. Every Syllable, Sir. | | 
Cyr. And what ſays he to't ? | 
Men. He was much traniported, as if he had a mind 
to be married. 
Chr. Ha, ha, 
Men. What d'ye laugh at? | 
Cbr. My Man Syrus's trick came juſt into my Mind, 
Men. Indeed. 
Chr. This cunning Rogue bas a knack of ſetting 
other People's Faces as well as his own. 
Men. You mean, my Son only counterfeits his Joy. 
Chr. Ves, Sir. 
Men. This very buſineſs came in my Head too. 
Chr Ah, he's a pickbd Rogue. [ Lauzhs. 


v 


Men, You'd fay io too if you knew all. | Feeringly. 


Cor. Say ve 1o ? 

Men. Pray, Sir, give me the hearing. 

Chr. But hold, —firſt ! delire to know how much 
you've thrown away upon em; for as ſoon as you 
told your Son I had promis'd him my Daughter, im- 
mediately Dr0zz0, I warrant ye, claptina Word, that 
the Bride wanted Wedding Cloths, Fewels, Atten- 
dance, and the like, that you might, give em Money 


for em. . [ Laughs again, 
Mien. Not a word. | 
Chr. Row! not a word! * | In amaze. 


Men. No indeed. 
Cr. Nor your Son ne.ther ? 


Men. Not a rittle, Sir, but was only very urgent to 


have he Match ſtruck up to Day. | 
Ch. You amaze me. But what did my 
Man, di, he fay nothing too? "0 Men. 
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Men. Nothing at all. | 
Chr. How fo, 1 beſeech ye? : 
Men. Nay, I can't tell. But I admire that you 
ſhou'd ſee other things fo well, and not this. — Paw! 
Tis only Syrus has ſet your Son's Face too ſo ad- 
mirably well, that no Man could ſuſpect in the leaſt 
this Bacchis to be my Boy's Miſtreſs. [Feering hh. 
C.r. How's that! 
Men. Il not ſay a word of their kiſſing and c''p- 
pine, for I reckon that nothing, 
Cr. What more cou'd be done to carry on the 
Counterfeit? Men. Piſh! 
Cr. What is't I beſeech ye? 
| Men. Well, obſerve then. I've a little with- 
drawing Room at the back part of my Houſe, Where 
' a Bed was brought in and made up. 
Cor. What fo lowed? 
Men. What? Why thither went Cli::pho. 
Cor. All alone? Men. Yes, alone. | 
Chr. My Mind miſgives me ſtrangely. [ Ade. 
Afen. Immediately after him went Bacchis. 
Chr. All alone too? Men. Ay, all alone too. 
Chr. Im ruin'd. 
Mien. As ſoon as they were in, they made faſt the 
Docr. 
Chr. How 
the while? 
|  Aen, Why not? He and I ſaw it together. | 
Chr, Ah, Menelleme, ſhe's certainly my Soa's 
VW hore then, 1 am abiolutely undone, 
| Men. How 1o? 
Cor. I ha' ſcar ce wherewithal to Keep Hou for 


was your Son a Locker on all 


ten Days. 


Men. What! Are ye concern'd that he ſhou'd help 

his Friend a little? 
Per. No, but for fear he ſhou'd keep his fhe-Friend. | 
Men. Yes, if he ſnou'd indeed. 
Car. D'ye queſt on that? — D'ye know any 


one of ſuch alale and poor Spirit, as to ſuſfer b's own 


Mt: eſs befere his Face to e Mean. 
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Men. Ha,—la,—he, Why not? That I might the 
eaſier be impos'd upon. [Feeringly. 
Chr. D'ye jeer me, Sir, Now what reaſon 
have I to curſe my own Stupidity ? How many ſigns. 
ha they given me to diſcover the Cheat hadn't I 
been a downright Stock? what things have I been an 
*e-witneſs to? Fool that Jam! But as I'm. 
a living Soul they ſhan't go off Scot- free: For imme- 
diate.y Il — [In a Paſſin. 
Men. interrupting. ] Ha' ye no Government? Ha. 
ye no regard to your felt? Methinks my Example 


- anght be of ule t'ye. 


Chr. My anger quite diſtracts me, Menedeme. 
Men. That you thou'd fay ſuch a Word now. Isn't 
that a great failing in you to adviſe others, and be ſo. 
wife abroad, and yet can't help your felt at home? 
Chr. What courle ſhall I take? 
Men. The ſame which you ſaid I was ſo defective 
291 Make him ſenſible that you we his Father, 
and that he may venture to truſt all his Secrets, Wants, 
and Deſires with you a'one, left he ſeeks his redreſs 
ellewhecre, and cry, Good b'w'ye Father. 
Chr. Ay, et him be jogging to Fericho for me, ra- 
tber than here by his Nebaucheries bring his poor Fa- 
ther to a Cruſt. For, Menedeme, if I go on thus to, 
jupp'y all his Extravagances, I ſha!! quickly come to 
your Hedging and D.tching. 
Mien. What a great many troubles will ye pull down 
upo* your Head, if you don't look about ye! You'll 
ſtew your 1c.t a rigid Father, and pardon him at laſt, 
When te won't g.ve ye one good Word for your pains. 
Gor. Ah, Sir! Yeu can't conceive how much it 
goes to e Heart of me. | X | 
Nen. What you pleaſe for that. — But what fay- 
veto my Propoſal? Will you marry your Daughter to. 
nf Son? or ha ye another in your Eye, that you l:ke | 
better? Th . 
Chr. No; Ike him for a Son in-laws, and I like 
ha Alliance 1g | 
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Men. What Money ſhall I tell him you'll give with 


” 


Chr. pauſing. ] Money ſay ye? [Shakes his head 
Men. Yes, Sir, | | 
Chr. Ah, Sir! [ hing. 
Men. Come Chremes, don't trouble your ſelf, tho 

it be but a little: Partion ſhall break no Squares. 

Chr. I deſign'd her, indeed, no more than three 
hundred Pounds, being all my Eſtate wou'd bear : But 
if you tender the Weltare of me, my Eſtate, and Son, 
you may tell him I'vepromis'd to give all I'm worth. 
for a Portion. 

Men, What Project are ye framing now ? | 

Chr. You may pretend to wonder at it, and ask 
him too, why 1 did it. 

Men. And ſo I may, for I can't conceive, why 
you ſhou'd do it. | o 
Chr. No? Why, to curb and cool his Cou- 
rage, now ſolely bent to Luxury and Debaucher y, 
and bring him to that Paſs, that he ſhan't know where 
to turn himſelf. TD 

Men. What d'ye mean? | 

Chr. Pray, Sir, let me ha* my Humour in this thing. 

Men. Well But wou'd you have me do to. 


Chr. Yes. 

Men. Then I will, Sir. | | 

Chr. Well, Sir, let your Son get ready, and ſend 
for his Bride. As for mine, Tl rattle him to ſome. 
Tune, as Fathers ſhou'd do their Children. But for 
that Dag Syrus. Res 

Men. What will ye do to him? | 

Whilſt Chremes ſpeaks the next, Exit Menedeme. 

Chr. What? If 1 live, VI! fo lace his Jacket, and 
curry his Hide for him, that he ſhall remember it as 
long as he has an hour to breathe, — Damn'd Rogue, 
to think to make a Laughingſtock and Make-game 
o'me; I'll be hang'd if the Raſcal dar'd ha' ſer v'd a 
poor friendleſs Widow ſo, as he has ferv'd me. 
Halls abont in a hff. 4 Re- 
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' oF 


Re-enters Menedeme, with Clitipho and Syrus 


| following after. = 
| Clic. o Menedeme entring.] I beſeech ye, Mr. Me- MY 
nedeme, is't come to that then, thit my Father ſhou'd 


| ſo ſuddenly caſt off all natural Aſfect on? For what 
| Offence? What grievous Crime have I miſerable Fel- 
| low committed? 1 do but what all young Perſons 
commonly do. 3 

Men. to Clitipho.] I'm ſenſible this is moft hard and 
ſevere to you that bear the Burden of it; but I my ſelf 
i reſent it no leſs than you, tho' I know not why, and 
| can give no reaſon for't, but only my extraordinary 
Kindneſs for ye, | | 

Clit. D.dn't ye ſay my Father was hard by? 4 

Men. Yes, there he walks. [ Exit Menedeme. 

Chr. What d'ye blame me for, C:iripho? What I 
ha' done was to cure thee, and thy Raſhnels too: 
When I ifaw you of that ſluggiſh Nature, and to be J 
| all for the preſent Enjoyment, without con{idering 75 
| the future, I then took a Method to ſecure you from 9 
Want, and my Eſtate from Ruin. And ſeeing I ccu'd 
not make ye my Heir (as by Nature I ought ) I had 
recourſe to your nigheſt Relations, making over and 
truſting all to their Hands. There you'll ever find 
Sanctity for your Miſcarriages, meet with Diet, 
Cloaths, and a Houſe to hide your Head in. 

Ciit, Woe's me! | 

Chr. This is better, than by making you my Heir, 
to let Bacchis run away with all. 

Sr. I'm undone! What a Storm has my Rogue- 
ſhip raiſed before I was aware. [Alle. 

Clit, Wou'd to God I were dead. 
Chr. Pray learn firſt what tis to live; when you've 
try'd that, and don't like it, then die if you will. 

Syr. Good Sir, will you hear me one word? 

Cor. Speak then. 

Syr. But may I freely, Sir. 

Chr. Speak, I ſay. 

Syr. What Injuitice and Madneſs is it, that he 
ſhou'd be puniſſid for my Cffence?— Cbr. 
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Cr. Tis done; don't you meddle or make. No 
body impeaches you, Syrus; therefore you needn't 
look out for a Sanctuary, or one to plead for ye. 

Syr. Pray, Sir, what's your Deſign? 

Chr. I'm neither angry with you nor him, nor 
ought you to be ſo wish me for what I ha' done. 

[ Exit Chremes haſtily. 

Syr. He's flung away. — Fox! wou'd I had ask d 
him. 

Clit, What, Syrus? | 2 

Syr.—— Where I ſtou'd have had my Bely- timber, 
fince he has turn'd us out of Doors ; — You it 
ſeems may mump it at your Siſter's. 

Clit. Am I reduc'dto this then, that I muſt ſtarve 
for want of Bread ? | | 

Syr. However, whilſt there's Life there's Hopes. — 

Clit, Of what? 

| $yr,——Of a good coming Stomack. 
Clit. Are you Jo gameſome in time of Adverſity, 
and not give me one puſh at this dead lift? 

Syr. Yes, Sir, I'm ready for't, and was hammering 
on't all the time your Father was ſchooling of ye.— 
And as far as I can perceive, —— 

Clit. Prithee what ? 

Syr. pauſing.] You ſhall ha't preſently. 

C it. Pray what is't? 8 | 

Syr. The Caſe is thus! For my part, I don't believe 
you are any of their Son. 

C:it. How's that, Syrus? Art't mad? ¶ Haſtily. 

Syr. II tell ye my Reaſons, judge of em as you 
Pleaſe. Whilſt they had none but you, and you 
alone were all their Joy, they then cocker'd you up. 
and gave ye any thing. But now they have found a 


Daughter, they've found an occalion- to fend you 
acking. . 


Clit. That ſeems very probable. 


Syr. Dye think he'd ha' been ſo damn'd mad for 
a Peccadills elſe? 


Clit. I can't think he wou'd, 
. _ Hr. 


ing again, 
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Sr. There's another Buſineſs to be well conſider'd: 
All Mothers you know are Pleaders for their Son's. 
Faults, and conſtantly take their Parts againſt their 


Fathers: But here we ſee no ſuch Matter, 


Clit. Very true, Faith; therefore, good Boy, tell 
me what to do. 
Syr. Een put it to em to reſolve ye that Scruple, 
don't mince the Matter: If it be falſe, you'll work 
upon their Affections: If true, you'll know your own. 
Parents. 
Clit. Your Counſel's good, III follow it. | 
& [Exit Clitiphs.. 
Syrus alone. | 
E'gad this was a lucky Hit; for the*leſs- Hope the 
Spark has, heil much the ſooner make his Peace with. 
his Father, and at his own Terms too. Per- 
haps the Toy may take him i'th' Crown to tie 
himſelf to a Wife; but no God-a-mercy to Good- 
man Fobberknowls here. [Strikes himſelf on the Head.] 
What Noiſe is that. Oh, tis the old Man com- 
I muſt een ſcamper for't —Confi- 
dering what has been done, I wonder he didn't. order. 
me to be truſs d up with a Whip-ſtitch before now. 
l' betake me to Mr. Menedeme's, and get him to 
beg me off. I'll never truſt this old Fellow. 
| Exit Syrus. 
| Enter Chremes and Soſtrata. 
© Soft. In troth, my dear Husband, if you ben't very 
cautious, you'll make the Boy do himſelf ſome mii 
chief. And I can't but admire how ſuch a Whi 
came into your Head' : . 
Cor. You'll be a Woman ſtill! Can't I do any thing 
but you muſt thwart me preſently, Mrs. Iper:inence ? 
Put the Caſe J ſhou'd ask ye what's amiſs. 
in't, or upon what account twas donc, you can't an- 
ſwer me. Therefore, why do ye ſo confidently oppol e 
me, ye old Fool? | 2 
Soft. Ean't I aniwer ye? 
Chr. Yes, yes, you can, I'd rather grant that, than 
tell the Story a hundred times over. "x - "+: 
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Sof. What an unreaſonable thing tis to make me 
ſtand like Maum- chance at ſuch time as this? 
Chr. I don't make ye, ſpeak your Heart out, II 
do as I pleaſe for all that. 

Soſt. Will ye ſo? 

Chr. Yes, by Cockſnowns will J. 

$». You don't conſider the ill Conſequence of it: 
He'll think himſelf a Foundling. 

C/-r. A Foundling, ſay ye? | 

$v4, Indeed, dear Husband, he will. 

Chr. And you may ſo too. 
Soft. Oh, I beſeech ye, let them ſay ſo that hate us 
moſt: Shall I ſay he's none of my Son, that is my Son? 
Chr, What, are ye afraid you can't make it out 


'S = he's your Son when'ere you pleaſe? 


Soft. What, becauſe he's fo like my new found 
Daughters? | 

Chr. No; but becauſe he's ſo like you in Humours, 
which is a more convincing Argument by half. That 
way you'll eafily prove him your own : For he re- 
ſembles ye extreamly : There's ne er an ill Quality in 
him, but you have the fame : Beſides, there's not ano- 
ther Woman upon God's Earth, that cou'd ha? had 
fuch a Son. But here comes the Vouth. How 
gravely he looks! When you view him thoroughly, 
you'll know what he is. 

Enter Clitipho. 

Clit. to Soſtrata.] If ever there was a time, Mo- 
ther, you took Delight or Pleaſure in calling me Son, 
I'd entreat ye to bring it to Remembrance, and take 
Pity upon a Wretch, who craves and defires to know 
who are his Parents. 

Soft. For Heaven's fake, dear Child, ne'er ſo much 
as think you had your Being from any but us. 

Clit. I can't help it. [ /ighing. 

Soft. Weeping. ] Ah me! Hew cou'd ye find in 
your Heart to ask me ſuch a Queſtion ? As I hope for 
your Proſperity when we are dead and gone, you are 
mine and his; and look to't (it you've any i: 

hl | 8 
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nels for your Mother) that I never hear ſuch a word 
from you agatn. 

Chr. And, Jakanapes, if you have any Reverenc 
for your Father, let me ſee any more of theſe Tricks, 
and you had better eat your Nails. | 

Clit. What Tricks, Sir? 

Chr. If you muſt needs know, II tell ye. The 
Tricks of an impertinent, idle, cheating, drinking, 
whoring, conſuming Debauchee. Believe what 1 
ſay, and don't doubt but that I am your Father. 

Soft. Does this come from a Father's Mouth ? 

Chr. No! Tho' you had ſprung out o' fertile Brain, 
as Pallas they ſay did from mighty Fove's, I'd not en- 
dure my ſelt to be diſgrac'd by your lewd Tricks. 
Soft, The Gods forbid that. | 
Cor. I know not what the Gods will do, but Ill do 
my Endeavour to prevent the worſt - —-[zo Clitipho. ] 
You look about for Parents, which you didn't want, 


but not at all for what is moſt wanting, as how to 


obey your Parents, and to preſerve what they by 
Induſtry have got. How cou'd ye ha' the Impu- 
dence to cheat your Father, and bring betore his Face 
 Tamaſhamed to name the filthy Word 


our 
1 your Mother, tho' you were not ſo to do the 
baſer Act. 


' Cit. Alas! How mad am I with my ſelf! How a- 
ſham'd of my ſelf! I can't ſo much as ſee which way 


to begin to pacifie him. 


* 


Exter Menedeme. 
Men. to himſelfentring.] In troth. Coremes handles 
the poor young Gentleman too {evercly,and too rough- 


ly : Therefore I'm come to make up the Breach again. 
h., beſt of all; there they are. 


Chr. Oh, Mr. Menedeme, Why isn't my Daughter 
ſent for to your Houſe ? And the Writing drawn about 


the Portion we agreed upon? 
Soft. For God's fake, Husband, never do that. 
Clit. kneeling. ] Dear Father! I beſcech ye to par- 
don me. 


Men. 


1 


1 » "9-4 2 » i 


* 


Men. Pray do, Mr. Cremes; let his Repentance 
vvin upon ye ſo far. 

Cr. Shall I in my right Senſes part with my whole 
Eſtate to a Baggage? [ii be twice ad vis'd firſt, 

Men. That we'll take care to prevent. 

Clit. ſtill kneeling. ] Sir, it you tender my Lite, for- 
give me. 

Soſt. Come, come ſweet Husband, do. 
Men. Prithee Mr. Chremes don t be ſo obſtinate. 
4 Chr. What means all this? Well, I perceive, 
1 muſt not do what I deſignd. 

Men. Now you do like a worthy Gentleman. 

Chr. But upo' this Condition, that he ſhall do as 1 
ſhall think moſt proper for him. | 

C it. I'll do any thing, Sir, pray command me. 

C.r. Id hy ye marry. 

it. But, Sir, — 

Chr. Vil take no Excuſes, 

Men. I'll engage for him, he ſhall do't. 

Cr. But he himſelf ſays no ſuch matter. 

Cit, My Caſe is deſperate. Ade. 

Soſt. What d'ye boggle for, Citipho ? 

C-r. Nay, let him &en take his own way, 

Men. He ſhall do as you'd have him. 

Solt. Marriage is a Bugbear to Fools, but they that 
ha try'd it find it a Bleſſing. 


Clitipho te Chremes.] Well, I'll obey your Piea- 


fure, Sw. | 
Soſt. zo Clitipho.] In good Faith, my Poy, I've a 


\ 


Daughter. 
Clit. Pho! That Carrot- pated, Wall- ey d, Pimple- 
17 faced, Hook-noſed Creature? It goes againſt me, Sir, 
Chr. Look ye now, how nice he's grown. 
ot You may gueſs what his Mind has been moſt upon. 
Soſt. 70 Clitipho.] Ill tell ye of another then. 
ii. No need of that: Since I muſt marry, I've 
juſt one in mine own Eye, which I like very well, 
Soft. 


but be p'caled with; tis our Neighbour Phanacrates's 


2 
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fine Gil in my Eye for thee, which you can't chooſe: 


nd 
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Soft. That's my good Boy ! 
Clit. Archonides's Daughter. 
Soft. That's as well as 1 could wiſh. 
Clit. to Chremes. ] Now, Sir, I've one Favour 
to beg. 
Cor. What's that ? | 
C.it. To pardon Syrus all he has ade for my 


ſike. | 
Chr. Well, I will. [Turnst0 the Spectators. | 
Gentlemen, 
Fare ye well, and give us your Approbation. 
Exeunt, Omnts, |» 


1 The End of the Self. Tormentor. 1 
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COMEDY. 
Acted at the Funeral Games of 
2 L. Amilius Paulus. 

7 WHEN 


DO. Fabius Maximue, a 


P.Cornelius the African rule Edils. 


CI. Attilius of Præneſte, 
By the Company of and 
| Minutius Protimus. 


Flaccus, made free byClaudius, compos'd 
the Mulick, which was perform” d on 
HDyrian Plutes. 


; 
5 
lt was taken from the Greek of 
CONT Menander, and AQed, 
4 4 L. Anicius, 
Under the Conſulſhip ot and 
M. Cornelius, 


4 uc 598. Before Chriſt 165. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 
A rich Citizen of Athens, a mild, [weet- 
natur'd old Gentleman, and a Batchelor, 

Micio, extream loving and kind to his Nephew, 
Eſchine and Cteſipho; the frſt of which 
he adopts for his own. 

” His Brother, Father to Eſchine, and Cteſi- 
pho, a Country Gentleman, and a violent 
angry, fretful, buſie, meddlins Fellow ; 

ſtrici and ſevere to his Son, and a ow 
Pretender to Education. 

(Demea's eldeſt Son, adopted by Micio, in 
love with Pamphila, a wil looſe Spark 
of the Town, generous and free-hearted, 
who, by reaſon of Micio's Indulgence, 
often runs into open Extravagancies, 

His Brother, as naturally vicious as the o- 


| Cur ) ther, but for want of Encomra gement is wes 


Demea, 


Eſchine, 


ry fearful andſecret, cont ealin all from hz: 
2 he lives with inthe Country, 

Soſtrata's Kinſman, a downright, true- 
hearted, honeſt Athenian. 

Eſchine's Servant, a ſubtle, inf mating, 
ſiy, ingenious Fellow, bold and ſary, ale 
moſt always bantring , impoſing, and 

putting upon Demea. 

Dromo, Another of Eſchine's Servants. 

Geta, 4 very honeſt, true, and faithful Servant 
of Softrata's. 

WOMEN. 
Sannio, A fooliſh Human- Merchant, alias a Baud. 
Soſtrata, A decaydold Gentlewoman of Athens. 
Pamphila Her Daughter, debauch'd by Eſchine. 
Canthara, Nurſe to Pamphila. 

MUTES. 
Parmeno, Storax, and other Servants of Micio's, the 

 Muſick-Girl, Rabble, Attendants, Kc. 
SCENE, ATHENS. 


The TIME, about eight or nine Hours. 
| Tl THE 


Syrus, 


Aer 1. 


ser NE, the Street before Micio's Door: 
; Time, 2 in the Morning. 


Micio ſpeaks within.] Storax, I ſay! 
Enter Micio alone. | 


Mic. en- e No News, I fee, of Behne 
tring. 2 > 7 7 ſince laſt Night” s Entertainment, 
dor of any of the Servants that 
| DD Is vent to bring him home. Well, 
tis true as they fay, If a Man 
be but out of the \ way, or 2 his Time a little, 
« he's leſs concern d at the Scolding and Suſpicions of 
a jcalous Wife, than a fond Parent is for a Child up- 
on the like occaſion : For ſhe, if you don't come in 
at your Hour, takes it for granted that you have pick'd 
up a Girl, or a Girl you; or elſe, that * re at the Ta- 


vern, 
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vern, or ſome other Place of Diverſion, or ſo ; however, 
that you fare-well, whatever becomes of the poor Sout 
.at home. But for me now, what a world of Thoughts, 
and what a rabble of Whimſies have I i' my Head, for 
this Boy's lying out laſt Night, leſt he ſhould be 
ftarv'd with Cold, tumbl'd into a Cellar, or ha' broke 
a Leg or an Arm. -— Lord! that a Man ſhou'd ſet his 
Heart upon any thing, and make it dearer to him than 
himſelf! And upon the whole Matter, this Boy is 
none of my Son neither, but my Brother's, who 1s of 
a quite different Humour from me. For my part, I al- 
ways choſe the quiet Life of the Town, to live at eaſe, 
and (what the Wits count a Happineſs ) have never 
«been troubled with a Wife: But my Brother o t'other %* 
hand has always liv'd in the Coutftry, pinching, and 
taking a world of Pains, committed Matrimony, and 
Was the Father of two Sons; the eldeſt I have adopt- 
ed, brought up, efteem'd and lov'd as my own; I 
pleaſe my ſelf in him, the only Creature I dote upon; 
then I do all I can to make him do e en what he will 
himſelf, and don't think it fit upon every turn to make 
uſe of my Authority, In ſhort, I ha brought h'm 
to this, that he'll conceal none of the Levities of his 
Youth, which others ſo induſtriouſly hide from their 
Fathers; for, he that won't flick to falſifie to his 
- own Father, or will put upon him, will be ſure to 
make bolder with other People. Twas always my 
Opinion, that 'tis much better to keep Children in 
order by Shame and Generoſity of Inclination, than 
by Fear. My Brother and I can't agree in this Poiar, 
and my way of Breeding won't down with him; ever 
and anon he comes open-mouth'd to me, Why 
Micio, What d'ye mean? Will ye be the Ruin of our 
Child Why does he whore ? Why does he drink? 
Why dye maintain him in all this? You let him go 
too fine; yon are extreamly ſilly int. He's ex- 
| treamly ſevere, I ſay, beyond all Right and Reaſon ; 
ad and truly, in my Mind, that Man is very much out 
that believes Government purely by Force 1 4 
„ ve 
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have more Authority, and a better Foundation, than 
when it is accompanied with Tenderneſs and Reſpect. 
This is my Logic, and 1 argue thus: He that's com- 
pel'd by Threats to do his Duty, will be wary no 
longer than you have an Eye over him, but when he 
ſecs he ſhan't be found out, he'll een follow his own 
Inclinations. But he that's gover n'd by Love obeys 
moſt chcar fully, ſtrives to make his due Returns, and 
is the fame whether you are preſent or abſent. *Tis 
a Father's part to uſe his Child ſo, as his own choice, 
rather than outward conſtraint, ſhouid put him upon 
doing well. Here lies the diflerence between a Father 
and a Maſter; and he that does otherwiſe, let him 
Z own, that he underſtands not at all how to govern 
Children. ¶ ſeeing Demea at a diſtance. ] But isn't that 
the Gentleman 1 am diſcourſing of ? —— Tis he 
for certain. - He knits his Brows, but I know 
mot why. I believe he's upon the Railing pin, as he 
uſes to be. 


Enter Demea. 

Mic. Brother! You are welcome to Town. 

Dem. Oh! Well met! You're the Man I want. 

Mic. What makes you ſo off the Hooks? 

Dem. Is that a Queſtion for me, when we have 
got ſuch a hopetu! Youth as Eſchine? | 
= Mic. I ſaid, *twould te ſo. Aſide.] What has he 
done now, pray? 
| Dem. What has he done? He's aſtam'd of nothing, 
afraid of no- body, and looks upon himſelf to be a 
& |awicſs Man. I have nothing to ſay to old Stories, 
but what a prank has he juſt now play d? 
lic. What's that, I pray? | 55 

Dem. Why, he has gone and forc'd open a Man's 
Door, broke into his Houle, beat the Mafter and all 
his Family moſt barbarouſly, left 'em for dead, and 
carry'd off a Wench he had a fancy for by force of 
Arms. Every body cry'd ſhame on't: What a World 
of People told me on't, as J came along! Nay, the 
whole Town rings on't. To fav no more, if he 

. | wou'd 
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wou'd but take Example, does he not fee how cloſcly 
his Brother minds his Buſineſs, lives ſparingly and ſo- 
berly in the Country ? He wou'dn't do ſuch a thi ing for 
the World. But, Brother, in blaming Eſchine, I blame 
you too, tis you have been the {poiling of him 

Mic. There's nothing more unreaſonable _ a 
Man uracqua'nted with the World, that thinks n 
thing well done, but what he docs himſelf, 

Lem. Why that, pray? 

Mic. Cauſe you take things much otherwiſe than 
ye ought. Believe me, e e tis no ſuch mighty 
butinels for a young Fellov to wench and drink alt. 
tle; No, nor yet to break a Door: : If you and I were 
leis extravagant, *twasn't ior want of Wil, but Mo- 
ney : And you count that your Virtue which is on 
owing to Neceſſity; which is not fairly done; for 
had we had whercwithal, we ſhou'd ha' been as wild 
as others. And had you but common Senſe, you 
wou'd give that fine Son of yours the ſame liberty, 
whilſt he's Young, rather than he ſhou'd, when your 
Bones are laid, (which he has often pray'd for ) take 
the fame wd Courſes at an Age when they will les 
become him. 

Dem. Sbud! You're enough to diſtract one! Then, 
belike there's no harm in a young Man to live at this 
mad rate! 


Mic. Patience, good Brother! Prithee don't deafen | 


my Ears with old Stories. You gave me your Son, 
and by Adoption he's mine; if he be extravagant, I 
ſhall bear the blame on't, and pay for't over-and- 


above. He treats, he drinks, he drefles! *Tis all at 


my Charge. He keeps a Miſs too! II ſupply his 
Pocket as long as I'm able, 15 when tha fails, per- 
haps they'll turn him out. Has he broke any Doors? 
They ſnall be made good. Torn any Cloaths? They 
ſhall be mended too. I thank my Stars, I've wherc- 
' withal to do it, and as yet am not uneaſie under it. In 


ſhort! either leave off complaining, or chooſe who you | Z 


8 
2 2 


will be judg'd by, and I'll make t appcar, that you're 


more to blame than IJ. Dem, 
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Dem. Mercy upon me! Learn to be à Father by 
them that are ſo indeed. | 
Ac. You are his Father by Nature, but 1 have the 
Care of him. 
Dem. Ay, ſpecial care! [ Scornf ally, 
Mic. Nay, if you're at that Sport, III be gone. 
| [ Offers to go. 
a Dem. Will ye ſo? 
© Mic. What ſhou'd 1 ſtay for, to hear the fam 
thing a thouſand times over ? ; 
Dem. *Tis only from my concern for him. 
Mic. And I'm concern'd for him too; but, good 
Brother, let's each concern our ſelves as We ought ; 
you tor one, and 1 for t'other : For you to take care 
of both, looks as if you revok'd that grant which 
made him mine. 
Dem. Ah! Brother. [Shakes his Head. 
70 Mic. Lil have it thus. 
; Dem. Will ye ſo? Well, if that's your Reſolu- 
tion, let him ſquander all, damn all, himſelf and all, 
| Wei all one to me. If ever I ipeak a Syllable more. — 
1 [12 a Paſſion. 


o 


\ 
"4 
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Mic. Now you begin to be angry again. 

Dem. Don't ye think there's Reaſon for't. Do I 
geſire to ha' your rare Son from ye? It grieves me, I 
| = conteſs, for he's my own Fleth and Blood ſtill. 
Af I oppoſe, I ſhall. But I ha' done. You'd ha- 
me take care of one, and fo I will. Heavens be 
* vais d, he proves after my own Heart. Your Pro- 
ligate will feel the ſmart on't at laſt, Well! 
hut I won't be too hard upon him. Exit Demea. 
285 Micio alone. 

W 1 believe part of what he ſaid is true, but not 
all: And truly, l'm a little mov'd at it, though I 
2 vou'dn't ſhew my {elf concern'd before him; for 
he's ſuch a ſtrange Man, that to pacifie him you 
muſt croſs and out-heetor him, though then he can 
ſcarce contain himſelf, But ſliou'd I chafe him, and 
blow the Coal, I ſhou'd &en be a Madman for Com- 
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pany. Yet, I muſt confeſs, my Eſchine has been © 
kind of a naughty Boy in this Buſineſs. What Cour- 
teſan has not he viſited ? Or what pretty Face has not 
he preſented ſome Toy or other to? In fine, not long 
ago (ſick I thought of theſe Creatures) he told me 
he wou'd take up and marry. I was in hopes the Heats © | 
of his Youth had been abated, and was heartily glad» 
on't: When on a ſudden a new Fire's broke out. But 
II know't, whate'er the Matter is, and go ſee whe- 
ther I can meet with my Gentleman at the Change, 
Exit Micio. 
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The End of the Firſt A, 


i i els hh} 1 


Enter Eſchine with a Sword drawn, leading 
in the Mufick-Girl, and attended by Par- 
meno, and Storax; after comes Sannio, 
running with the Rabble at his Heels. 


San. as out Elp good Neighbours,--—— 7 
of Breath. beſeech ye! Help —a—— miſe 7 
rable, innocent helpleſs Creature. 1 
Eſch. to the Girl.] Stand your ground my pretty 3 
Rogue, and don't be afraid. Why doſt thou lock 
behind thee ? There's no danger at all: And while Im 
by, let him touch thee it he dare. 1 
San. I'll have her again, in ſpite of the World, 
Eſch. Tho he's a very Raſcal, yet he ſhan't pro. 
voke me to give him another beating to day. "2 
San. Hark ye, Sir, that you mightn't pretend to . 
be ignorant of my Profeſſion, I tell ye Im a Woman 
Merchant. 3 


© - 34: 
_- 1x 
<= 


Eſch. A Cock Bawd you mean, } £ 
San. And one of the greateſt Repute in Town. 
And don't you fancy now that you ſhall get off b) 
f ſaying, 
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Rying, Toas agamſt my will that you were abusd : 


*By the Lord Harry, I value it not a Straw. Aſſure 


Four ſelt, ll trounce ye to ſome Tune; your fine 


Words ſhall never make amends for the Blows you 
gave me. I know theſe will be your Tricks and 


Excuſes; I'm extreamly ſorry for't, I'll take my Oath 


» 


1 Eſch. Come hither Parmeno.—Y ou are too far. 
Stand cloſe to that Son ef a Whore. 
well. Take care to keep your Eye full upon mine, 
that when I tip the Wink, you may be ready to give 
N. 

him a flap in the Face. 


you did not deſerve this Uſage. When the truth ont 
is, I've been us'd worſe than a Dog. ; 
Eſch. to Parmeno. ] Run quickly before, Sirrah, 
and open the Door. 
San. You had as good ſtay where you are. 
[ Parmeno opens the Door, 
Eſch. ro the Girl.] Step in quickly with him, my 


: dear Rogue. 


San. ſtepping between. ] But I forbid that, tho”. 


So, that's 


to Parmeno, which 


San. I'd fain ſee that. Eſchine gives the Girl 
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Sannio ſeeing, runs 
& catches hold of her 
Eſch. Have a care, Parmeno. | Parmeno ſfrikes him. 
Eich to Sannio. ] Dog! Let go your hold. 
San. Oh, monſtrous ! 
Eſch. You ſhall have the ſecond part o'th* ſame 


Tune, if you han't a care. [Par meno ſtrikes him. 


a, * 
** . 
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San. Murder! murder! a 
Eſch. to Parmeno. ] Hold, you go beyond your 


XZ Commiſſion. But better too much than too little. — 
Tou may march off now, you've got your black and 


blue Livery, Mr. Sannio! 


Ag 


[ Exit Parmeno with the Girl. 
San. What do you mean, Sir? Do you reign Lord 


and Maſter here? | 


Eſch. If I did, I'd reward your Bawdſhip according 
to your deſerts. 


K 3 San. 
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San. Pray what Authority have you over me? 
Esch. None, perhaps. 

San. How! D'ye know who I am, Sir? 
Eſch. Nor yet deſire it. 


San. Did I meddle with any thing of yours, pray? ; 


E/:/, If you had, Sirrah, it ſ:ou'd have been a dear 
meddling. 

San. Then how comes it to be more lawful for you 
to take my Goods, which I honeſtly bought and paid 
tor? Aniwer me that; pray. 


F/ch. You hadn't beſt ſtand bawling at this rate be. 


fore the Door; if ye plague us any more, I'll have ye 
dragg d in, and whipp'd as long as ye can ſtand, 
San. Bleſs me! Free-born, and whipp'd ! 
Ech. That's your Doom. 


San. Oh the Wickedneis of the Man! Is this the 
general Freedom they talk of, with a Pox? 


Esch. Worthy Mr. Pimp! If your mad Fit's over, 
hear me a word if your Honour's ſo diſpos'd. 

San. Was't I that was mad, or you? 

E/ch. Let that paſs, now come to the pont. 

San, What point? Whither ſball I come? 


Eſch. Will ye give me leave to ſpeak about your bu« 


fincis? | | 
San. With all my heart, provided it be juſt. 


Eſch. Heigh-toſs! The Bawd's tuiru'd Puritan, and 1 


wou'd teach me Juſtice. 


San. Tho? I am a Bawd, the common bane of 
Youth, a forſworn Wretch, a publick Nuſance, yet I 


never did you any wrong, Sir. 
Eſch. That's kept for an after clap. 


San. Pray, Mr. Eſchine, return to your firſt Propoſal, 'Y ; 
Eſch. The Girl colt ye about fifty Guinea's, may 
it never thrive with ye! The Money ſhall be paid ye 8 


again, 
uf What if I won't part with her, who a plague 
ſhall force me? Will you? Eſch. No. 
San. I was afraid you would. 
Eſch. Truly, Friend Sannio, between you 2 I. 
| | C's 
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gie's not to be ſold at all: For ſhe's a Gentlewoman, 
and ſo I'll prove her to be. Now, Blockhead, choole 
aohether you'll take the Money, or try it out at Law. 
EY Chew upon this til I come back, worthy 
Mir. Pimpmwell. I Exit Eſchine. 
Sannio alone.] Heavens! Now TI don't wonder to 
ſce a Man's Brains turned by Oppreſſion. ' his Son 
of Thunder has raviſhed me out of my Caſtle, beat me 
to Mummy, tock a Girl from me Vi ep armis, and 
given poor Sahm five hundred Baſtinadoes. After 
this {weet uſage he'd have me ſurrender up my Right 
and Title to her without Intereſt. Faith he ſhall 
have her indecd, ſince he deſer ves her ſo viel, and 
requires nothing but what's juſt. Studies. 
Well, I wiſhit might be o, ſo he pays me down the 
Ready But my Mind miigives me damna— 
bly, that whenever I do but ſet the Price, he ll pre- 
ſently bring Witneſſes to {wear t was a direct Bargain 
between us. Then for my Money, I may go whi- 
© file for't: He'll ſay, Come again an hour hence, to 
Morrow. That I can bear too, fo I may be ſure on't 
at laſt, tho' it be ſome damage to me. Twill be 
ſo, as ſure as a Gun. Since, Friend Sanny, thou haſt 
taken up ſuch a naſty Trade, thou muſt be content to 
bear and pocket up the Affronts of ſuch hectoring 
Gallants. But fince no-body's here to pay me, 1 
& reckon my Chickens before they are hatcht. 
. Enter Syrus at a little diſtance. 
= Syr.to Eſchine within. } Huſh! Not a word more, 
n go to him my ſelf, and make him skip at the 
Money, and ſay, He's rarely well dealt by. [ Goes 
10 Sannio.] What's the News with you, Mr. Sannio? 
as 1 hcar my Maſter and you have had a k ind of a Scuffle. 
== San. ſhrugging.] A Scuffſe d'ye call't; Never the 
like ſurely. We were both ſufficiently tir d: He with 
beating me, and 1 with being beaten. | 
| Syr. You may thank your ſelf for't. 
5 San. How cou'd I help it? 
3 Sr. You ſhow'd ha' born with the young Gentle- 
man's Humour a little. K k Sas. 
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San. What cou'd I do more? I'm ſure I bore a!) | 


the Blows upon my Face he was pleas'd to give me. 

Syr. Well, d'ye know what I'm going to ſay? To 
baulk an Ace ſometimes is the beſt Play. 

San. Hey-ho! 

Syr. You are ſo timerous, like a ſenſleſs Sot : Now 
if you had parted with a little of your Right, and hu- 
mour d the Gentleman, you'd ha' got the Devil and 
ail at the long run. 

San. I don't love to buy a Pig in a Bag. 

Syr. Ah, thou'lt never be worth any thing. Out 
upon ye, as if you hadn't a Spring to catch Wood- 
cocks, : | 

San. I believe that might be the beſt way, but 1 


had never the Grace to follow it, nor to refuſe the 


Ready when I cou'd get it. 
. $yr. Go to, I know your generous Spirit: As tho 
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you regarded half a hundred Guineas, ſo you cou'd by 


{erve my Maſter by't: Beſides, they ſay you are mak- 
ing a Voyage to Cyprus. 
San. Oh 


Syr. And have bought up ſeveral Commodities to 
_ tranſport thither; the Veſſe!'s hir d. I know your 


Mind's a little wavering about this Money, when you 
come back I hope to ſee an end of the Buſineſs. 
San. I've no Voyage to make. Faith, I'm un- 
done; tis upon this they've built their Plot. ¶ Aſide. 
Syr. The Fellow's upon the fret, I've put a Flea in 


His Ear. [ Aſide. 
San. ro himſelf. Oh hor: id! ſee how he has nickt 
me in the critical Minute! When I've juſt laid in a 


Stock of Females, and other Wares, to carry to Cy- 
prus: If 1 loſe my Fair, twill half break me; and it I 
leave this Buſineſs at fix and ſevens, the Time will be 
over when I come back; there will be no Remedy, 


and I ſhall have a plaguy cold Welcome: Are you 1 


come now, they'll ſay, to proſecute? Why did ye let it 


run ſo long! Where ha' ye been all this while; ſo that | 
I had better loſe e ery croſs on't, than tarry ſo long be- 


fore I ſue fort. Syr. 
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* Syr. clapping him on the Shoulders. | Well, haſt 
been caſting up all the Gains of this Voyage? 
San. Is this like a Gentleman? Is this Mr. Eſchine's 
Conſcience, to take away a Girl by main force? 
Syr. aſide.] He finks amain. I've one thing 
more to propoſe, ſee if you like it. Come, compound 
for half, rather than run a hazard of faving or loſing 
all; we'll make a hard ſhift but we'll ſcrape up about 
five and twenty Guineas ſomewhere or other. 
San. Oh miterable! Now poor I am in danger of 
loſing part o'th' very Principal. Is he paſt all ſhame? 
He has beat all my Teeth down my Throat, and my 
Head into an entire Jelly; then he'd trick me oth' 
Money into the bargain. . I have no Voyage to 
7 make. 
Sy r. That's as you pleaſe, ———Ha' ye any further 
Commands? — I'm going. 
= San. Ay, pray good Mr. Syrus, however things 
ba been, rather than ſue and quarrel, let him pay me . 


F my own, at leaſt what ſhe coſt me. I know, ye 


7 


little Rogue, you never had occaſion, as yet, to make 

3 uſe of me as a Friend; but if you ſhuu'a, you'll ſay 'm 

no forgetful or ungrateful Perſon. 

5 Syr. I'll do my beſt. —— Oh, yonder comes 

== C:e/ztho, i faith, as brisk as a Body-Louie, for his Mi- 

W ſtreſs. 

San. Well, will ye do as I deſir'd ye? 

Hr. Have a little Patience. 

i Enter Cteſipho. Sannio walks aſide. 

1 Cteſ. to himſelf, | When a Man ſtands in need of a 

== Good-turn, he's glad to receive it from any hand; 

but it docs him a double Pleaſure when it comes 

XZ from one he has reaſon to expect it from. Oh Bro- 

tber, Brother! how do I adore thee now! This Im 

ſure of, that the very beſt words ] can give thee are 
ſhort of thy Deſerts: And I am happy in this Parti- 
cular beyond all Mortals, that I've the moſt accom- 
pliſh'd Brother in nature, | 

Hr. Oh, Mr. Czefipho ! 


To 1 
* + 27 
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Matter was come to that pals, that all the World 
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Cteſ. Dear Rogue Syrus, where's my Brother ? 

Syr. Look ye, he's at home waning for you. 

Cte/. Oh brave! 

Syr. What's the Matter, Sir? 2 

Cteſ. The Matter, old Boy? I ſhou'd ha' been cod 
in my Grave but for his Means. —— Ah, he's an ho- 
neſt Soul; he neglected his own Intereſt to ſerve me. 
He has taken upon himſelf all the Curſes, Scandals, 
JLove- matters, and Miſcarriages that belong to me, 
And what cou'd he do more? But who comes there? 
What makes the Door go? 

Syr, Stay, ſtay, here he comes himſelf. 

Enter Eſchine. 

Eſch, Where's the Scoundrel Son of a Whore ? 

San. Does he want me? Has he got any Money, 
I'm broke; the De'il a Penny do I fee. | 

Efch. Hah! this is lucky, *twas. you I was wiſh- 8 
ing for. Well, how is't? Alls well, off with that 
towre Look. 1 

Creſ. Now I ha' reaſon, having ſuch a Brother as 
you, O Eſchine! My true Brother indeed! 1 dare no: 
praiſe ye any more before your Face, leſt you ſhou'd Þ 
think it procceded rather from Flattery than Gratitude, A 

Eſch. Leave your fooling, as tho' we were meer 4 
Strangers to one-another : But this troubles me, that 
we «cou'dn't know o'th* Buſineſs ſooner; for the 3 'N 


4 


cou'd ſcarce ha' helpt you, tho' they had delir'd it. 
C ef. Modeſty hinder'd me. | : 
Eſch. pſpaw 'twas Folly, not Modeſty. What! | 
to be upon running your Country for ſo imall a Mat- 3 
ter? Fie upon it: Heavens forbid that. 
Cteſ. Twasn't well, I own. FE 
Eſch. to Syrus.] What has Saznio concluded on? Mt 
Syr He's grown very tame. 
Ejch. II to the Piazza and diſcharge bim. 
but do you, Brother, ſtep in to your Miſtreſs. 
San. Good Mr. Srus, puſh on the Buſineſs. : 
[ Aſide to him. 
Sr. 
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cy. Let's be quick, Sir, for the Man's in haſte 
for Cyprus. 
San. I'm in no ſuch haſte.— l've nothing to do 
but to wait for the Money. : 
* Syr. You ſhall have it Man, never fear't. 
San. What all ? 
Syr: Ves, all. Say no more about it, but follow us, 
San. So I will. Exeunt Eſchine and Sannio, 
- Cre. to Syrus going off. ] Hark ye, Syrus. 
23> Cref. Prithce ſee that paltry Raſcal diſpatch'd as 
ſoon as poſſible, leſt upon farther provocation the Bu- 
ſineſs comes to my Father's Ears, then I ſtall be ruin'd 
to all intents and purpoſes. 
Sy. Thatſhan't be: Take heart, Sir. Do you toy 
away half an hour or ſo with your Miſtreſs the mean 
time within; order the Butler to lay the Cloth, and all 
things to be got ready; as ſoon as the Buſineſs is o- 
ver, [Il march home with plenty of Proviſions. 
®Z Ceref. Prithee do; and ſince things have fallen out ſo 
luckily, let's een make a Day on'r. 
75 Exeunt ſeverally. 
) 


The End of the Second Act. 
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Soſtrata and Canthara. 


WS /7. Pos my good Nurſe, how is ſhe like 
af; to do ? | 
an. How! Troth l hope ſhe'll have a good time 
Won't. Her Pains, my good Miſtreſs, are juſt begin- 
ning: Lou are as fear ful now, as if y* had ne er been 
at a Labour, nor cry'd out your ſelf. 

= So. Alas-a-day ! I've no- body at home, and we are 
gal alone. Our Man Geta's out o'th' way too; and 
there's never a Soul to ſend for the Midwite, or to 
all E/chine, : Cin. 
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Can. Without doubt, Eſchine will be here anon N 
Never a Day goes over his Head, but we have his 5 
Company. 1 
Soſt. He's the only Comfort I have in my Affliction. 1 
Can. As the Caſe ſtands, Miſtreſs, the Buſineſs n 
cou dn't fall into better Hands, ſince ſhe had the miſ- 
chance by ſuch a Gentleman, of ſuch a Parentage, ſo i 
generous, and ſo nobly deſcended. | 
Soft. You're much in the — Heavens keep biw 
ours for ever. 2 
Enter Geta as out of Breath at a great diſtance. | 4 
Get. to himſelf. ] We are now brought to that paſs, 
that if all the World laid their Heads together, to find 
out a remedy for this miſchief that has happen'd to 
my felt, my Miſtreis, and her Daughter, they coud 
do us no good, Oh miſerable! Such a Flood 
of Difficulties o rewhelm us, that tis impoſſible to 
keep above Water. Raviſhment, Poverty, Opprefli- þ 
on, Peſertation, Infamy. Is the Age ſo de- 
bauched?— Abominable Villains! Curſed Wretches! 
This Devil of a Man. W 
Soft. Bleſs me! What makes our Gera in ſuch 4 1 
Fright, and in ſuch haſte? | = 
Get. to himſelf. } ——- Whom caching cou'd re- 
ſtrain or move, neither Promiſes, Oaths, nor Pity, # 
nor yet the approaching Travail of her he had 10 
ſhamefully abus d. 3 
| 50ff. I can't well underſtand what the Fellow ſays. 
Can. Pray Miſtreſs let's go a little nigher him. B 
Get. to himſelf. | Ah poor Gera ! Im icarce Com- 
pos mentis, my Paiſion has inflam'd me: I'd delire 
nothing more than to meet the whole Family of em. 
that I mightdiſgorge my Rage upon em, now my 
Blood's up: I'd be contented to ſuffer any thing, ſol 
might have a ſwinging Revenge upon em: Firſt, 
I'd tread out the ſtinking Snuff his Father, that 
gave Being to the vile Raſcal; then for that Dog Sy- 
rus, that put him upon t. how I'd tear him piece- 
meal] I'd give him ſuch a toſs, daſh his Scull _— 
the 
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the Stones, and ſtrew the Streets with his Brains. 
That Boy Eſchine too, I'd tear out his Eyes, and af- 


/ 


ter that break his Neck. The reſt I'd down 
with em, drive em, drag em, pound em, and tram- 
ple em under my Feet. But what makes me loiter 


when I ſhou'd be telling this damn'd News to my 


Miſtreſs ? [ Going off. 

Soft. Let's call him back, — What Geta? 

Get. Piſh, prithee don't trouble me, whoſoever 
you are. | 

Soft. *Tis your Miſtreſs calls. | 

Get. Ay, where is ſhe ?—- ¶ turning about] I was 
hunting for you, Miſtreſs, *twas you I look d for, — 
You've met me as luckily as cou'd be. 

Soſt. What's the Matter? Why doſt' pant fo? 

Get, Oh! 

Soft. Why in ſuch haſte, my poor Boy ? Come, 
take breath. 

Get. We are abſolutely 

Soft. What abſolutely ? 


Cet. Undone,-—— paſt all recovery... 
Soft. For Heaven's fake, what's the Matter ? 
In a fright. 


Get. Juſt now—— 

Soſt. What juſt now, Gera? 

Get. This Mr. Eſchine. 

Soſt. What of him? 

Get. Has quite=—thrown off our Family. 

Soft. Alas! undone indeed! but how ſo? 

Get. He's run mad after another Face. 

So. Wretch that I am ! 

Ger. He didn't do things in the dark, but torc'd her 
from a Bawd in the Eyes of the World. 

Soft. Are you ſure of this? - | 

Get. Moſt ſure; theſe very Eyes ſaw it. 

Solt. weeping.] Oh, unfortunate Soſtrata! What 
canſt thou truſt to, or whom canſt thou truſt? Our 
dear Eſchine do this! the very Soul of us all, in 
whom we plac d our Hopes and Happineſs! How 
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oft he ſwore he wou'dn't live a Day without his 
Pampbila, and ſaid, he'd put the Infant on his Father's 
Knees, and in that fort beg his leave to marry her. 

Get. Pray, Miſtreſs, forbear weeping, but rather 
conſider what's fit to be done ; whether we ſhou'd 
put up the Affront, or tell it to a Friend. 

Can. Hold, hold Man; Haſt loſt thy Senſes? D'ye 
think this a buſineſs fit to be blaz d abroad? 

Get. Nay, I'm for huſhing of it againſt the World. 
Firft, The Caſe is plain, he has left us for good and 
all. Now if we make it publick, ten to one but 
he'll difown it, then your Reputation, and your 
Daughter's Honour will be call'd in queſtion. But 
put the Caſe he confeſſeth all, wou dn't be Prudence 
to give him your Daughter, whilſt he keeps another : 
Therefore, take the thing which way you pleaſe, 
Concealment is my Opinion. 

Soft. Ah, by no means: I'l! not agree tot. 

Get. What will ye do then? 

Soſt. Divulge it. 

Get. How ! Have a ſpecial care, Miſtreſs, what 
you do. | 

Soft. The Caſe can never be worſe than tis: For 
firſt, ſhe has no Portion; then ſhe's robb'd of that 
which might ha' went inſtead of one; ſo that ſhe 
can't be put off for a Maid. I have one ſhitt left, 
if he deny'c, the Ring he loſt is proof enough. In 
tine, ſince my own Conſcience tels me, that this 
miſhap can't be charg'd either to my Covetouſneſs, 
or to any baſe Ends that I or my Daughter had in't, 
well ev'n venture a Try at Law. | 

Get. D'ye think ſo? Pray, think on't again. 

Soſt. Do you, Geta, make all the haſte you can to 
her Coulin Hegeos, and tell him the whole Story; for 
he was a choice Friend of my poor Rusbands, and 
had always a great kindneſs for our Family. 

Get, Ay faith, there's no-body elie looks upon us. 

Soſt. Good Canthara, do you run, and call the 
Midwife, that ſhe may be i'th' way, if need be. 
| Exennt ſeverally, e 3 Enter 
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Enter Demca alone, | 
Dem. Undone, undone! They ſay my Boy Creſc- 
pho made one with his Brother at the Rape : That he 


* ſhou'd be able to debauch a Lad of his Sobriety is the 


only thing that cou'd add to my Misfortunes.— Where 


- ſhall 1 fearch for him? I'm atraid they've carried him 
to ſome Bawdyhoule or other. The Rake-hell his 


Brother has drawn him in, 'm confident. — But 
yonder comes Syrus, I'll learn of him where he is. 
But i'faith he's one of their gang, and if he perceives 
I want it, the Rogue will never tell me any thing ; 
therefore he ſhan't know my delign. 
Enter Syrus at, another part of the Stage, very merry, 
Syr. to himſelf. | We've been telling the whole Ex- 
p'oit to the old Gentleman, and how twas carried on: 
I never ſaw the old Man fo tickled in my whole Lite. 
Dem. over- hearing. ] Bleis me! What a Coxcomb's 
my Brother ? 1 | 
Syr. to himſelf. ] He commended his Son, and 
thank'd my Worſhip for adviſing of him. 
Dem. 1 can't hold any longer, [Aſide. 
Syr. to himſelf. ] He told our the Money forthwith, 
and gave us a Broad-piece overp'us to be merry with- 
al, and e'dzd, twas employ'd even as I'd have it. 
Dem. Hah! If you'd have any thing done as it 
ſhou'd be, commend me to this Gentleman. [ 4/zde. 
_ Syr. ſtartivg. | Ha, Mr. Demea, I didn't ſee ye. 
How does your Worſhip ? | 
Dem. How? —— I can't but wonder at your fine 
way of living. | 
Syr. Faith, Sir, 'tis pretty filly, and to ſpeak the 
truth, ftomewbat oddiſh. Turning to Micio's 
Houſe. |] You Dromo, gut and feale the reſt o'th* 
Fiſh, but the great Conger-Eel, let him ply in the 
Water a little; when I come back, we'll bone him, 
and not before. 
Dem. Are theſe ſcandalous Villanies to be allow'd of ? 
Syr, to Demea. ] Truly, Sir, I don't like *em at all, 
and do often cry out,— [ to him within.) Stephanio, ſce 
that the Salt fin be well water d. Dm: 


— — — — 
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Dem. Oh Heavens! Does he do this on purpoſe, or 


does he think twill be for his Credit to ruin his Son ? 
What a {ad Creature am I? Methinks I have the dax 
before my Eyes when this Boy will be forc'd for want 
of Bread to ruin his Country, and liſt himſelt a a 


Soldier. 
Syr. Oh, Sir! There's Wiſdom now! to ſee things 
at a Diſtance, and not only what's juſt before ye, 


Dem. Well, have ye got the fiddling Wench at 8 


your Houſe? 
Syr. She's there within. 
Dem. The Devil! ſurely ſhe's not to dwell there? 
Syr. 1 believe they're mad enough tg ha't ſo. 
Dem. Is't poſſible? 


Syr. Ah, the foppiſh fondneſs and pernicious Eaſi- 


neſs of a Father 
Dem. In good truth, I'm aſham'd, and heartily 
griev'd for my Brother. 
Syr. There's too much; ay, a great deal too much 


difference, Sir, between you two (tho' 1 ſhou'do't |: 
ſay ſo much before your Face,) you, Sir, as much as 


there's o've, are Wiidom all over: But he's a meer 
Gimcrack. Wou'd you ha' ſufter'd your Son to ha 
done thus! 

Dem. Suffer'd him? Zooks! I ſhou'd ha' ſmelt 
him out fix whole Months before he had been con- 
cern'd in ſuch a Buſineſs. 

Syr. Ah, Sir, you need not tell me what a wary 
Man you are. | | 

Dem. Heavens grant he may continue as he is. 

Syr. Children prove as their Fathers make 'em. 

Dem. But hark ye, Syrus, Prithee didſt ſee him to 


day ? Fawningly. 


Syr. Mr. Cteſipho, Sir! Il fend the old Fool pack- 
ing into the Country. ¶ Aſide.] He's gone into the 
Country, and hard at work by this time. [ To 


 Demea. |] 


Dem. Are you ſure he's there? | 
Syr. Sure? Why 1 ſaw him out o Town my ſelf. 
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Dem. That's well: I was afraid he had loiter'd 
hereabout ſtill. 

Syr. And was in a plaguy Huff too. 
Dem. At what, prithee ? of Is 

Hr. He fell out with his Brother i th open Market 
about the Muſick-Wench. 

Dem. Say you 10? _ 


Hr. T taith he ſpoke his Mind freely ; for when 


we were paying the Money, in drops he unawares 
upon the back on's, and ſets up an outcry, Arn't 


ye aſbam'd, Brother Eſchine, to commit ſuch Villa- 
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nies? That you ſhow'd diſbonour our Family at this 


vile rate! 


Dem. E'dad he makes me weep for Joy. 
| [ Wipes his Eyes. 
Syr. You don't only weaken your Eſtate, but your 


Reputation too. 


Dem. Heavens bleſs him! I hope he will never 
degenerate. 


Syr. Who queſtions it? 
Dem. O Syrus, he poor Boy has his head full of 


theſe Morals. 


Syr. And well he may, when he has ſuch a Father 

at home to fill it. | 
Dem. I do my beſt, and leave no Stone unturn'd, 
but exerciſe him in all that's good. Above all I 
charge him, Look into Mens Actions as into a Glaſs, 
and take Example by em. Practiſe this, ſay I. —— 
Syr. Very well, indeed. Dem. Shun that. 

Syr. Shrew'd. | 

Dem. This is commendable, 

Syr. There you hit it again. 
Dem. That won't be allow'd at all. 
Syr. Moſt admirable. | 

Dem. And moreover, —— 

Syr. interrupting.] Your Pardon, Sir, I amn't at 
leiſure for your Moreovers : I've got an excellent 
Diſh of Fiſh to my Tooth, and I muſt take ſpecial 
care that they ben't ſpoil'd: For that is as ſcandalous a 

3 buſineſs 
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buſineſs among us, Sir, as the neglect of your Duty 
is among them. And according to my Abilitics!ů 
give my felow Servants Inſtructions after the ſelt- 
jame manner. This ts too Salt (ay I:) That's too 
much, this isn't done cleauly enough; that's well 
done, pray remember to do ſo another time. I inſtruct 

| 'em driigently, as well as my Palate will 1c. ve me. 

| 


| Laſt of all too, I bid 'em look into their Diſhes as in- 
F to 4 Glaſs, and there learn their Duty. I conatcts 
[| theſe are meer Toys: But what fignities that? We 
muſt ſuit our Morals to the Perſons we deal with 
Pleaſe to command me, Sir ? 
a Dem. Yes, to get a little more Wit among ye. 
; Syr. Dye deiign for the Country, Sir? 

| Dem, Ay, to rights. 
? 

| 


Sr. Ay, what ſhould you do here, Sir, where all 
your good Morals are but thrown away? | 
| Exit Syrus 


Ay, truly, ll to my Country -Farm, ſince he that 
brought me hither is gone back again. That Boy's 
all my Care, he's my true Son; ſince my Brother 
F! will have his own way, let him look to that Rake- 
| | hell. But who comes yonder at a diſtance? Mr. 
| Hegio, one of our own Ward? It my Eycs 


| 
| Demea alone. 


don't fail me, tis he indeed. Ah, we've been Cro- 

nies from our Cradles. By Jove, ſuch honeſt Citi- 

Fi Zens are very ſcarce now-a-days: A Man o'th' right 

1 old Stamp for Virtue and Fidelity, and wou'd not do 
| the Government any harm for the World. How 

| glad am I to ſee the remains of the old Stock! Ah, 
U 


Life is a Pleaſure to me now. I'll wait for him here, 
and bid him Good-morrow, and have a little diſ- 
[ coule with him. : | 

Enter Hegio and Geta at a diſtance. 
Heg. Ye Powers! A diſhonourable Action! What 
is it you ſay, Geta? Hah! 
Get. Juſt as I told ye. 
Heg. That ever that Family ſhould be guilty of 


* ſuch 
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| 1 ſuch an ungenteel thing. Oh, Eſchine! Vou didn't 


learn this of your Father, I'm ſure. : 
Dem. overhearing. ] Yes, he has heard of this 


Singing-Wench too, and it nearly touches him, tho 
"a Stranger: But his ſweet Father takes no notice on't. 
On diſmal! Wou'd he was but by a little, that he 

might hear all theſe Complaints N | 
Heg. If they won't give Satis faction, they muſtn't 
think to carry it off thus. 
Ger. We all rely upon you, Sir, We ha' none elſe 
to ſtand by us: You are our Guardian and Father 
too. The old Gentleman upon his Death-bed be- 
qucathed us all to your Care, and if you forſake us, 
we're utterly undone. | 
* Heg. No more of that: I'll not forſake ye, nor 


can I do it with a ſafe Conſcience. 


Dem. Tl to him - honeſt Hegio, I'm heartily 
glad to ſee ye. 
Aeg. Oh! Mr. Demea, Im your humble Servant, 
you are the Man I wanted. 
Dem. How {o, Sir ? 


F 4 Heg. Why your Eldeſt Son Eſchine, whom your 


Brother has adopted, has done neither like an honeſt 
9 Man, nor a Gentleman. 


= Dem. What has he done? 


= FHeg. You knew one Simulus, a Friend and Con- 
temporary of ours. 

= Dem. Yes, very well. 

Heg. Why, he has debauch'd his Daughter. 

Dem. Oh! 

Heg. Hold, Sir, the worſt is to come yet. 


5 Dem. What, more Miſchief ſtill? 


Hegg. Yes, truly; for that was in ſome meaſure 
excuſable. He had Opportunity, Heat, Wine, and 
= Youth to prompt him to't; twas but a human 
Frailty. But when he was ſenſible of his Fault, he 
comes forth-with to her Mother, weeping, pray ing. 
intreating, promiſing and ſwearing he'd take her 
home and marry her: Upon this all was ow |; 
| huſh' 
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huſh'd and rely'd upon. The young Woman prov'd 
with Child upon this, has gone her forty Weeks, but 
this ſweet Youth is got to a Ballad- ſinger, in the 
Devil's Name, keeps her at his Fathers, and has left 
the other to ſhift for her ſelf. 

Dem. Is all this true are you ſure? 

Heg. The Mother is ready to prove it, the young 
Woman and the Buſineſs ſpeaks it ſelf; Beſides, here's 
Geta, as Servants are now, none of the worſt, a pain- 


ful Fellow, who maintains em all, and keeps the 


whole Family himſelf; take him, bind him, force 
the Truth out him. 


Get. Yes, verily, Sir, rack me to death, if all bent 
true: Beſides, Mr. Eſchine himſelf won't deny it, 


pray, Sir, bring us Face to Face. 


Dem. Im horribly aſham'd, and can't imagine what 


to do, or what anſwer to make him. 


Pamphila within.] Oh me! I'm torn in pieces | 
Help ye Powers above, and eaſe me for Heaven's ſake. | 
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Heg. zo Geta.] Hah! Prithee was that ſhe that 


cry'd out? 
Get. Without doubt, Sir. 


Heg. Ah, Mr. Demea, ſhe calls upon your Honour 8 


now, and begs ye to do that freely which the La W- 
would elſe oblige ye to. I beg Heaven to inſpire ye 
to do as you ought ; but if you are otherwiſe mind- FR 
ed, Mr. Demea, I'Il maintain her and her dead Father's 


Cauſe to the laſt Penny in my Purſe. He was my 
Kinſman, we were bred up Children together, We 
were together at Wars abroad, and Peace at home, 
and ne we underwent the ſtraits of Poverty: 

ore IIl about it, do my utmoſt, and bring it 
to a Tryal, and rather loſe my Life than deſert thele 


There 


poor Women. What anſwer will ye return? 
Dem. Tl go talk with my Brother, Sir; what Ad- 
vice he gives, that III follow. 


Heg. But, Mr. Demea, do but conſider with your 


ſelf, that the more you live at Eaſe, the more power- 
ful, the more rich, the more happy, and the mw 
KSL | | „ 
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noble you are, ſo much the more honeſt ard juſt 
you ought to be, if you'd be thought Men of Honour, 
Dem. Away! No more, you ſhall have all Right 
and Juſtice done you. 
 Heg. Spoken like a worthy Gentleman... 
Geta, bring me to your Miſtreſs. | 
i [ Exeunt Hegio and Geta. 
1 Demea alone. | 
This was no more than I foretold. I wiſh to 
my Soul this was the laſt mad Prank; But this al- 
lowance of ſo much Liberty will end at laſt in ſome 
ſad Story or other. —-Well, I'll go hunt for my Bro- 
ther, and diſcharge this News in his very Face. 
7 | [Exit Demea, 
At the ſame time re-enters Hegio. 
Heg. to Softrata within, ] Chear up, good Coz, 
and comfort your Child's poor Heart as much as 
you can. III go diſcourſe Mr. Micio, if he be at the 
Piazza, and let him know how the Caſe ſtands ; if he 
deſigns to do us right, well and good; if not, let 
him declare it plainly, that I may know how to take 
my Meaſures accordingly. Exit. 
; The End of the Third Act. 
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ACT: V. 


Cteſipho and Syrus. 


Cteſ. en- Father's gone into the Countr 
ering. — M ſay ye? , | r 

Syr. Above an Hour ago. 

Cteſ. Prithee tell me true, 

Syr. He's at his Grainge, flaving himſelf moſt hor- 
ribly by this time, I'll warrant ye. 

Cte/. Faith, if it might not endanger his Health, I 
cou'd wiſh heartily he might be ſo miſerably tir'd, as 
to be laid up theſe three days. 

Hr. So fay I: And a longer time toe, if poſſible. p 

Sek aha Cte/, 
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Cteſ. Ay, ay: for I'd very fain, now I've begun | | 5 
the Day merrily, make an end of it merrily too. The 
only Quarrel I have with our Country-houſe is, that 


tis too nigh the Town: Were it farther off, before 
he could get thither and back again, *twould be Night 
firſt, But now when he finds no Ctreſ#pho at Home, 
I'm ſure he'll be upo' th' ſpur back again in an In- 
ſtant. Then to Catechiling he goes: Pray where ha 
you been, Sir? What cant a Man have a glimpſe of 
ye in a whole Day's time? What excuſe ſhall I have? 

Syr, Han't ye got one ready ? 

Cteſ. The Devil a one have J. 

Syr. So much the worſe: Why if you had but | 
one of your Domeſticks, a Friend, or a Gueſt, that 
were better than no-body yet. 

Cteſ. I have, what then? 

Syr. Pretend you had haſty Buſineſs to diſpatch, 

Cte/. What, when J had none ?—'T won't do. 

Hr. *'T will tho”. | ; 

Cte/. Ay for the Day: But if I lie out all Night, 
what excuſe then Syrzzs ? A 

Syr. Tis pity it is not more the Faſhion to ſerve a 
Friend in the Night as well as Day. But how- # 
ever, ſet your Heart at reſt; I know your Father's 
Humour to a Hair. When he rages like a Lyon, I 
can preſently make him as quiet as a Lamb. 

Creſ. As how, I prithee? 

Syr. Oh, he's mightily tickled when any- body 
commends you: 1 make ye a very Saint before him, 
and reckon up all your virtuous Qualities, 

Cteſ. Mine? | 

Syr. Ay, yours: Then of a ſudden the good Man 
cries like a little Child, for Joy. — Look to 
your ſelf there, | X 

Enter Demea 27 a diſtance. 

Cteſ. farting. ] What d'ye mean? 

. Syr, Talk o'th' Devil and his Horns appear. 

Cteſ. Is't my Fat her? | 

$yr, The very ſame, 


Cref. 
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Cteſ. Prithee, Syrus, what ſhall we do now ? 
* 5$r, Run in quickly, III fet my Wits to work. 
© Creſ. If he ask for me, fay you han't ſeen me, 
Q'yc hear? 9 8 
Fyr. Can ye hold your Tongue? Exit Cteſipho. 
Dem. 70 J iniſelf.] I'm the unluckieſt Creature that 
ever was born. In the firſt place, my Brother is 
not to be found above Ground: Then as I was look- 
ing lor him, who ſhould I fee but a Workman uſt 
come from my Country-houſe, and lays my Boy 
isn't there neither. Nor can I tell tor my Lite what 
courſe to ſtecr. 
Cteſ. appearing at the Widow. | Syrus! 
Syr. What ſay ye? 
= Cref. Does he enquire for me? 
ye. Yes, Faith. 
Cteſ. Im undone. 
Syr. Come, don't be diſcourag'd. 


tune! I can't ſufficiently ur.derftand it, unleſs I was 
predeſtinated to be miſerable. Is there any Mifchief 
happens to our Family, to be ſure I'm the firſt that 
gam ſenſible on't, the firſt that knows it, the firſt 
that reports it, and the only Man that feels the weight 
when it falls. . 

= Syr. Faith I can't but laugh at him, to hear him 
& ſay, that. he's the firſt that know's every thing, when 
he's the only Man that knows nothing. [ Aſtde. 
= Dem. zo himſelf. ] Vil een go again to ſee if my 
Brot her be come back. 

Ctceſ. Prithee, good Syrus, take care he don't break 

in upon us una wares. 5 

Sr. Peace I ſay, Il take care about it. 

Cteſ. Faith, Sir, but I ſhan't truſt my Concerns in 
your Hands to Day: For I'll ſecure my Girl and my 
{elf in ſome by-Cloſet or other; Edad that will be 
the ſureſt way by half. Cteſipho rerires. 


Sr. Away! I'll clear the Coaſt of him in a trice. 


Syr. moves towards Demea ſhrugging his Shoulders, 
and ſnivelling. 


Dem. 


Dem. to Himſelf.] How great is this my Nlisfor- 
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Dem. Oh! there's the Hell-kound, Syrus. 
Syr. to himſelf. ] If this Trade laſt long, there'] 

be no enduring the Houſe. I'd fain know of their 

Worſhips how many Maſters I am to have; what a 

damnable thing is this ? 

Dem. What a yelping this Cur makes? What does 
he ail?— What fay you honeſt Man? Is my Bro- 
ther at home? Hah! - | 

Syr. Pox o' your honeſt Men, I'm a dead Man. 

Dem. What's the Matter ? 

Sr. The Matter with a plague? Your ſober-ſtay'd 
Son Cteſipho has almoſt beaten poor me and the Mu- 
ſick-Girl to Death. | 

Dem. What's that you fay? Hah! 

Syr. See how he has {lit my Lip up to my Noſe. 

Dem. How comes this to pals ? 

Sr. He fays, I was the occaſion o the buying of her. 

Dem. Didn't you juſt now tell me, he was gone in- 
to the Country, and you brought him part o th way. 

Sr. True, Sir, but after that he came raving like 
a Madman, ſparing never a Mother's Son of us. He 
might ha' been aſham'd to fall upon the Bones of a 
poor old Man, who t'other Day dandled him in my 
Arms, when he was no higher than this. 

| ' [/hews how high. 

Dem. Ha — ha—he— God-a-mercy Cte/ipho: Old 
Demea right. Well! thou'rt a Man every Inch of 
thee. 

Hr. D'ye commend him? but i faith he had beſt 

keep his flippant Fingers to himſelf another time, if 

he underſtands himſelf. | 

Dem. "Tis bravely done! | 

Syr. Very bravely indeed! To Cock-crow over a 
fily Woman, and a poor Servant, that daren't hold 
up a Finger againſt him ? Yes, *twas wonder- 
ful brave i'faith. | | 

Dem. He cou'dn't ha done better. He's o my O- 
pinion in thinking you to be the Ring-leader of this 


 Roguery. — But is my Brother within? 
Hr. No, he's abroad. h Dem. 
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Dem, I'm thinking where a-duce I may look for 
him. 

Syr. I know where he's gone, but ſhan't tel] till to 
Morrow. | | 

Dem. What's that you ſay, Sirrah? hah ! 

Syr. Juſt fo, Sir. 

Dem. I'll crack your Skull preſently, ye Dog. 

| [ Holds up his C ine. 
* Syr. Lantering ] I know not the Men's Name 
where he is; but the Place I do. 

Diem. Then tell me the Place, Sirrah. 

Syr. ſtill bantering. ] Do you know the great Portico, 
that overlooks the Butcher row as you go down there? 

Dem. Well, what then? 

Syr. ſtill bantering. ] Go ſtrait along this Street, up 
there, ¶ pointing with his Fingers. | When you are 
got there, you'll find on this Hand a Deſcent, make 
a civil ſtep down there. After that you'll ſee a little 
Chappel on that Hand, and hard by that a little narrow 
Lane, * 

Dem. Whereabouts is that? 

Syr There, where the great wild Fig- tree ſtands, 
d'ye know it, Sir? Dem. I do. 

Sr. Keep directly through that. 

Dem. But that narrow Lane is no Thorow-fare. - 

Syr. Ud's my Life tis true: I ſee I'm a filly Block- 
head, I was out. You muſt come back again to 
the great Portico: E'dad here's a nigher way, and 
eaſter to hit on. D'ye know my Lord Cratine's great. 
Houſe? Dem. Yes. 

Syr. When you are paſt that, turn to the Left- 
hand down the ſame Street, and when you're come to 
the Temple turn to the Right-hand ; before you come 
to the City Gates hard by the Horſe-pond, there's a 
certain Mill, right over-againſt that is a Joyner's Shop, 
and there you'll find the Gentieman. 

Dem. W hat bulinels has he there ? 

Sr. To fpeak for little Oaken-legg'd Tables to ſet 
in the Sun 

De gt 1. Denz. 
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Dem. For your Worſhips todrink about. 


Syrus alone. [ Exit. Demea. 


take off my Cups at my leiſure, and ſo make the day 


as long as I can. Exit Syrus. 


Enter Micio and Hegio. 


Mic. entring, Indeed, Mr. Hegio, I can ſee 
nothing i'th' whole buſineſs that deſerves ſuch mighty 
Commendations. I diſcharge but my Duty, and give 23 


aps 
you took me to be one of thoſe Men that think they 


ſatisfaction for the Faults of my own Houſe: Per 


Fine work i faith. But, why, why amn't l gone to him? 3 ö 


Go thy ways for a Fool: I'll work thee off thy 
Stumps, as thou deſerveſt, thou old doting Churl— 
But Mr. Eſchine ſtays a bloody while, Dinner will be 
quite ſpoiled: As for Cteſipho, he's wholly taken up F* 
with his Miſtreſs; but I'll take care of my own ſweet 
Corps, and will pick out all the good Bits I can find, 


receive an Injury when they do't themſelves, and ſo 


call Whore firſt: Now, cauſe J didn't ſerve you ſo, 
d'ye think your ſelf oblig'd to me for't? 

Heg. Far be it from me! I never imagin'd ye to be 
otherwiſe than really find ye; but let me engage ye ſo 
far as to ſtep over with me to the Girl's Mother; and 

tell her the very {ame you told me, That their Jealouſy 
was falſe grounded, and that he took away the Muſick- 
Girl for his Brother. | 
Mic. If you think it convenient and neceſſary, let's 
be going. | 

Heg. You do well, Sir! For you'll lighten the poor 
_ Creature's Heart that's ready to tink with Grief and 
Vexation, and keep up the Character of a worthy 
Gentleman. But, Sir, if you don't think it ſo pro- 
per, T1! tell her what you ſay my ſelf. 

Mic, No, no, I'll go with ye. 5 
Hieg. You oblige me, Sir: For howſoever it comes 
about, all that are a little down in the World are very 


ſuſpicious, take every thing at the worſt hand, and | 


fanſy themſelves ſlighted, cauſe of their Misfortunes. 


Therefore twill give great ſatis faction to clear Mr. 
Eſchine your ſeif. ; e 


the Town in an inſtant. 
-now ? Shall I go and {iy ſhe's my Brother's? A thing 


The BROTHERS. 189 


Mic. Vou ſay nothing but what's true and reaſonable. 
Heg. Be pleas d, Sir, to come this way. 
Mic. I will. ; 

Exeunt Hegio and Micio at the ſame time. 
Enter Eſchine alone.] I'm quite diſtracted! That 


| b 1 f a 
| 4 I ſhould be ſo ſurpriz d with this unlucky Mistortune, 
22 


bles my Limbs, Amazement ſhakes my Soul, and my 
| Heart's uncapable of Advice. Alas! how ſhall I wind 


that I know not what to do or undertake! Fear enfee- 


my ſelf out of theſe Incumbrances, fince their Jea- 
louſies are ſeemingly well grounded. Mrs. Soſtrata 
believes I bought the Mufick-Girl for my ſelf: Old 
Canthara gave me to underſtand as much. For by 
chance I ſaw her as ſhe was going for the Midwite, I 
preſently made up to her, and ask'd her how my dear 
Pamphila did, whether ſhe was near her time; and 


| ; { whether ſhe was then going tor the Midwife? She 


preſently let fly upon me. [In another Tone.] Away, 
away, Mr. Eſchine; you've befool'd us long enough, 
you de cajol d us ſufficiently with your fi :e Promiſes. 
Alack-a-day (ſaid I) prithee what doſt mean? You may 
go now (continued ſhe) and tate up with the Girl you 
are ſo enamour d with. I immediately percei vd their 
Jealouſy: But yet I kept my Tongue between my 
Teeth, that I might not blab outany of my Brother's 
Secrets to that tattling Gypſie, to have it blaz'd about 
But what fhal! I do 


that ought not to be reveal'd for the World. 
Well! Let that paſs, perhaps they won't difcover it. 
Then I am afraid they won't take things as they are, 


there are ſo many Probabilities agamit me. Twas I 
my ſelf that took her away, I my {lf that paid the 
Money for her, and 'twas I that furniſh'd her with 


Lodgings. I muſt own the Fault of all this lies at 
my door, for not telling my Father how Caſes ſtood 


between me and my Miſtreſs; and not begging his 


Conſent to take her home and marry her. We've been 


in a dead ſleep till now, but now Eſcſhiue route thy ſelt 


L 2 up. 


— — 
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this door. [Goes and knocks.) Soho! *Tis your Friend 


I'll ſtep a one ſide, 
Enter Micio. 
Mic. to Soſtrata within. ] Do as I order'd ye, Mrs, 
matters are carry'd on. But where's he that 
knock'd. at the Door? 


Nonplus. [ 4/tde, 
Mic. Eſchine. | 
Eſeh. What buſineſs has he here? [ Aſide, 
Mic. Was't you that knock'd at the Door? 


I betieve *twoudn't be amiſs, ſince he'd never truſt me 
with this Secret. 


Eſch. I didn't knock as I know of. 


neſs had you at that Houle ? | 
Mic. None of my own. A Friend o' mine brought 
me from the Change to be his Spokeſman in a Con- 
cern of his. | 
Eſch. What was the Concern, Sir ? 
1 Mic. I'Il tell ye: In this Houſe dwells an ordinary 
| | Woman or two; which I ſuppoſe you don't know, 


' nay, I'm ſure you don't; for they han't liv'd long in 
theſe parts. | 
Eſch. Well, Sir, and what then? 

| Mic. Here's an old Woman and her Daughter 
Eſeh, So, Sin. 


Mic, 


Eſchine; ſome body open the door quickly 
But, ha! I can't imagine who comes out there? — 2 


Tt 
Fr 


* 


Soſtrata, Vil find out Eſchine to acquaint him how , 


Ech. *Sdeath! My Father's Voice! I'm at a curſed | 


He's mute: Suppoſe I ſhould banter with him a little, 


[ Aſide. 
Mic. What, can't ye ſpeak ? (To Eſchine. 


; 1 

Mic. Indeed! Nay, I wonder d what buſineſs ſnou d 
bring you hither. He bluſhes; that's ſign good e- 
nough [[dfide 
Eſch, Good Sir, (if I may be ſo bold) what buſi- 


up. Firſtof all Tlgo to em and clear my ſelf... 
Il up to the door ſtrait. [Goes and ſteps ſhort. ] Oh 7 


my Heart! how ſadly it pants whenſoever I knock at 6; 


l 

© 
* 
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ii. The Daughter has buried her Father: 
Novy this Friend o' mine is the neareſt Relation, and 


Ech. Undone Aſede. 


Eſch. Nothing. very well: 
Mie. You muſt know he's juſt now come to take 
her away with him: For hedwels at Miletus. 

Eſch. How! To take the Girl away with him? 


[ CoMcernedly, 
Mic. Yes. 
Eſch. What, as far as Miletus, pray Sir? 
Mic. Ay. 


Eſch. aſide.] It ſtabs me to the Heart. 
And the Women, Sir, what ſay they to't ? 
Mic. What ſhould they, think ye? Ev'n juſt no- 
thing: Only the Mother pretends her Daughter has a 
Child by another Man (I can't tell who, for ſhe nam'd 
him not) that he was the firſt Comer, therefore th 
Kinſman muſt go without her. | 

Eſch. So, Sir: And wasn't that a ſufficient Demurrer 

Mic. No indeed. | 

Eſch. Why fo, I beſeech ye? Will he take her a- 
way in good earneſt ? 

Mic. Ay, why ſhou'dn't he? 

Eſch. Indeed, Sir, this wes extream ſevere and cru- 


genteely done. 
Mic. How ſo? 
Eſch. How ſo! What d'ye think will become of the 
r young Man her firſt Lover, (who, for ought you 


her raviſh'd before his Face, and hurried away from 
his ſight for ever? Oh, twas a very diſhonourable 
thing of you, Sir. 

Mic. Why d'ye talk at this rate? Whoſe Promiſe 
had he, or whoſe Conſent ? When and how were they 
married? Pray who's the Man ? What made him en- 
croach upon another Man's Right? 


* ES Eſch. 


el, (if I might take the Liberty) 1 might ſay, un- 


now, loves her moſt deſperately) when he ſhall ſee. 


* 
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leg'd at home waiting for a Kinſman's coming the 


Lord knows when? Indeed, dear Father, you ought 2 


in Juſtice to have alledg d that, and ha' defended it. 

Mic. Very good! Shou'd I ha' pleaded againſt my 
oven Client? But prithee Boy, what's all this to 
us? Or what ha' we to do with them? Come, 
let's be going. How now, Boy! Why in Tears 
tho'? | | Eſchine weeps, 

E/-h. Hear me one Word, Sir, I beſeech ye. 

Mic. Poor Boy! I've heard and know all: For, lov- 
ing thee, I cou'du't but be concern'd in whate'er thou 
doit. 

Ef Dear Sir! I'd fain deſerve your Love as long as 
on live. This Fault grieves me to the Soul, and 

m quite aſt am'd to look you in the Face, 

Mic. ] believe it ſincerely; for I well know thy 


generous Temper ; but I'm afraid you don't mind 


your own Concerns. What kind of Government is't 
that you think you live in? Thou haſt debauch'd a Girl, 
whom by Law thou ought*ſt not to ha' touch'd, that's 
a great Fault; and tho! very great, tis but a common 

Failing ; others ha' done it often, and Men of Repute 
too. But when that was done tell me? Did you take 
the leaſt Care about it? Or, Did you forecaſt in ſuch 
a Caſe what ſhou'd have been done, or how it ſhou'd 
have been done? And if thou hadſt been aſnam'd to 
tell it me, cou'dn't I have known on't by others? 
This you were in doubt of for Ten Months toge- 
ther: So you have betray d your ſelf, the poor young 
Woman, and your own Child too, as much as you 


were able. What! d'ye think that the Gods ſhou'd 


do your Work for ye, and you ſleep the while? Muſt 
ſhe. be brought to your Bed-fide, as if ſhe were not 
worth the fetching ? 1 wou'dn't ha' thee ſo miſerably 
careleſs in other things for the World. —— Come, 
don't be caſt down however, thou fhalt marry her. 
E/ch. How | ' 
Mic. Don't be caſt down, I fay. 


Eſeh, 
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Eſch. Pray, Sir, are ye in earneſt ? 
Mic. In earneſt, why not? 
Eſch. That 1 can't tell, unleſs tis *cauſe the more 
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paſſionately I deſire to have it ſo, the more I'm afraid 


it won't be ſo. | 
Mic. Get thee home and ſay your Prayers, and then 


= ſend for your Wife: Go, get thee gone. 


Esch. What! fend for her preſent!y ? 

Mic. Yes, preiently. | 

Ech. . hat! preſently. 

Mic. Preſently, as ſoon as poſſible, 

Eſch. Let me never ſee good Day, Sir, if I didn' 
love ye better than my very Eyes. | 

Alic. Than your Miſtreis too? 

Esch. Full as well. 

Mic, That's much indeed. 

Eſch. But what's become of the Aftletian Spark? 

Mic. He's vaniſh'd, ſhipt oft, and caſt away by this 
time. But why don't you go, I ſay, to your Prayers? 

Eſch. It would be better for you to do that, Sir; 
I'm jure your Prayers will be heard ſooner than mine, 
lince you are the better Man o'th' two. 

Mic. III in, and take care of what's wanting: Do 
as I bid thee, if thou know'it what's beſt for thy ſelf. 

[ Exit Micio. 

Eſch. alone.] What Happinels is this! Wou'd any 
one think he's my Father, or 1 his Son? If he had 
been a Friend or a Brother, cou'd he have been more 
kind or obliging? Ought I not to love him, to wear 
him next my Heart? His wonderful Comp'aiſance 
has oblig'd mie to be ſo cautious, as imprudently to do 
nothing that may diſpleaſe him; wherefore II now 
be always upon my Guard. But why don't I go 


un, that I may not defer my Marriage! 


Exit Eſchine. 

Enter Demea alone, out of breath. | 
Im quite founder'd with trotting up and down, 
m— A Plague confound thee, Syrus, for thy damn'd 
Directions. I've hobbl'd over the whole Lb 


; 
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been at the Gate, at the Hor ſepond, and where not? 'N 
The Devil a Joyner's Shop cou'd I find, or any Soul! 
that ſo muchas faw my Brother. But now I'm a 


reſolv'd I won't ſtir a ftep out of his Houſe till he comes 


back. [ Going off, and then enters Micio. 


Mic. entring.] Til go and tell em, for our parts, 
we are ready, | 1 
Dem. Oh, here he comes. P've been looking 
tor you theſe two Hours. "2 

Mic. What's the Buſineſs now? 
Dem. I've freſh News to tell ye, horrid Villanies of 
that fine Son of yours. 
Mie, Look ye now. | 
Dem. New Vilanies, damnable Villanies, 
Mic. Prithee no more. | F 
Dem. Ah, you don't know what a fine Blade he is. | 
Mic. Burt I do. SY 
Dem. Poor S.mpleton! I warrant thou dreameſt lim 
about the Singing-Wench: No, the Raſcal has de- 
bauch'd a Citizen's Daughter, 


Mic. That J know too. | 3 
Dem. Bleis me! D'ye know it and ſuffer it too ? 1 
Mic. Ay, why ſnou'dn't 1? 3 


Dem. What! Methinks y ou ſhou'd bellow and run 


Mic. No; but I cou'd wiſh it otherwiſe, 

Dem. He has got a Baſtard too. 

Mic. Heavens bleſs it, ſay I. | 

Dem. And the Woman's not worth a Groat. 

Mic. So they fay. 

Dem. And ſhall he be married to a Beggar ? 

Mic. Yea verily. | 5 

Dem. Well, and what's to be done next pray? 

Mic. V hy ev'n what ſhou'd be done next, have the 
young Woman brought home. | : 

Dem. Monſtrous! And will you ſuffer't ? 

Mic. How can I avoid it ? 

Dem. Avoid it! Why, if you were not really con- 
cern'd at it, 'twou'd become you to ſeem ſo however. 

| Mic. 
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- Mic, V've given Conſent already, the Buſineſs is 
concluded on, the Wedding's as good as over, every 
thing is ſecure, and I think this becomes me better. 
Dem. This Adventure pleaſes you wonderfully ! 
Mic. No, if I knew how to = it: Since I can't, 
Il muſt bear it patiently. Man's Lite is like a Game at 
> Tables, if you miſs the Caſt you've moſt need of, 
you muſt correct that by Skill which fell out by 
chance. | 
Dem. Your Servant, Mr. Corrector! Your Skill as 
you call it has fool'd away Fifty Guineas upon a Bal- 
lad-finger, who in three or tour Days time mult be 
pack'd off; it not for a Piece of Money, at any rate. 
Mic. There's no- body to buy her, nor do I deſign 
to {ell her. 
Dem. What a-duce will ye do with her then? 
5 Mic. Why, keep her at home. 
23 Dem. Mercy upon my Soul! A Whore and a Wife 
under the ſame Root? | 
1 Mic. Why not, prithee ? 
Dem. And you are ſure you arn't mad? 
Mic. Yes, indeed. | 
Dem. Let me die, if e'er I ſee the like Folly, i'faith 
] believe thou thy ſelf haſt a mind to have a merry 
ſtrain with her now and then. 
Mic. Why flou'dn'tl? _ 
q Dem. And the Bride, won't ſhe be for learning the 
ame Tune too? 
= Mic. No doubt on't. + 
| Dem. And thou, pretty Child, wilt hobble out the 
Hay amongſt em too? 
Mic. Like enough. 
Dem. Like enough with a Pox ? | 
Mic. And rather than fail, Brother, thou ſhalt make 
one o'th' Company. | 
Dem. *Sdeath ; Are you paſt all ſhame ? 
Mic. Prithee, Brother, throw off this ſullen Hu- 
mour of thine, and like a civil Perſon be free and 
merry at your Son's Wedding. II juſt ſtep 
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ard ſpeak a Word at that Houle, and then I'll come 
back again. Exit to Soſtrata's. 
Demea alone. ] Here's a {weet Life! Here are fine 
Morals ! Here's mad Work with a Witneſs! — Let 
me ſee, a Wife not worth a Groat, a Ballad-ſinger un- 
der the fame Roof, every thing running to ruin !th' FRE 
Houſe; a profligate young Rogue, and a doating old x 1 
Sot into the Bargain: Why Providence it ſelf, if it ſhou'd Fa 
go about it, vou d never be able to fave this Family. 
Enter Syrus at à diſtance almoſt drunk. 
- Syr. to himſelf. ] Faith and troth, my little Rogue 
Sy, thou haſt junketted thy pretty ſelf deliciouſly, and — 
| play'd thy part very ſumptuouſly. Go thy ways for 
| a Wag. [ ſirokes himſelf. ] Since I've ſtuff 'd 
my ſweet Corps with the Dainties within, 'tis my Ho- 
rour's Pleaſure to take a turn th” treſh Air without. 
[Walks and ſtruts, 
Dem. There goes a rare Model of their Education. 
 Syr. Oh here's our old St ingo i' faith. —— How is . 05 
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old Gentleman? Why ſoaamort? 3 
Dem. Oh damn'd Raſcal! Is 

 Syr. How now old Wiſdom, are you come to vent 
more Morals here? [ Belches. 


Dem. Wou'd I were thy Maſter, 

Sr. E'gad you'd be the richeſt Man under the Sun, 
and your Eſtate wou'd be improv'd to a Miracle. 

Dem. I'd make thee an Example to all Rogues. 

Syr. Why ſo? What have I done? 

Dem. Done Raſcal! In the heat of a diſturbance, 
and in the midſt of a molt horrid Crime, {ſcarce yet 
ſettled; you've got drunk ye Swine, as if all were well 
and over. 

Sr. Faith, wou'd T had kept my Poſt, * [Aſide. 

Enter M1omo. 

Dro. D'ye hear, Syrus? Mr. Cteſipho wou'd pray ye 
to come to him. 

Syr. Away with a Pox. [$0ftly.] [Exit. Dromo, 
Dem, What's that he ſaid of Cteſpho? 


88 N Ania Sie 


— — IIS 
e io ney rn Ac Waring - — eo ae. —— —— — — f:: — — —— — 


— 


3 


.: - — . —ü—k 5 ů — — 
— * 


Dems. 


7 

F 

4 b 
L 
x 

|| 

{ 


The BROTHERS. 197 
Dem. How, ye Goal-bird! Is Ceſipho neſted there? 
Hr. No, Sir; no. 
3 Dem. How. came the Boy to name him then? 
9 7. That's another of the Name, a young Smell- 
Pl d'ye know him ? 
Dem. I will know preſently. [ Going off. 
| Syr. holding him. | What d'ye mean, Sir? Whither 
are ye going? 
Dem. Do, let me go. 
Syr. I fay, don't go. 
Dem. Hands off ye Hell hound; or by Heavens III 
brain ye. [He holds up his Cane, and Syrus lets go. 
[ Exit in a Fury. 
Syrus alone. 
The Devil go with him: I'll be ſworn hell be no, 
> welcome Reveller to any of them, eſpecially to poor 
= Creſipho. "Lookers! where ſhall I beſtow my 
ſelt? The time this plaguy Story is blowing- 
= over, Ill ev'n flink into ſome By-corner, and there 
lleep out this Doie of Tipple. I think that will be 


. beſt, Exit ſtaggering. 
The End of the Fourth Act. 
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Enter Micio as from Softrata's. 


Mic. o So- Rr thing's ready with us, as I ſaid 
ſtrata. within. I before: And the Wedding ſhall be- 
when you pleale.- —- | Coming for ward. 1 But who's. 
that makes our Doors. fly ſo? 
Enter Demea from: Micio's, raving and in a paſſion. 
Dem. to himſelf. ] Hell and Furies! What ſhall IL 
do? What will become of me? Hear ens, Earth, 
Sev! Whither am I to. erg my Exclamations or- 
Complaints ? EET | 
11 | Mi: 


198 The BROTHERS: 


Mic. Here's a Man for ye! He has {melt out the In- 
trigue, and that makes him bellow ſo. Tis fo, 
I muſt expect a ſmart bruſh: But the Boys muſt be EF 

help d. [Aſide. 

Dem. Oh, here comes the common Bane and Ruin 
of our Children. | ; 

Mic. Pray, Brother, moderate your Paſſion, and : 
be a little cool. = 

Dem. Well, l am moderate; I am cool. I' not 
give ye an ill word. Let's reaſon the Caſe calmly. | 

Wasn't it a plain Bargain between us ( and | 
that of your own p1opoling too) that you ſhou'd ha 
nothing to do with my Son, nor 1 with yours? An- 
{wer me directly now. | 

Mic. True; 1 don't deny it. | 

Dem. What makes him a guzzling at your Houſe 
then? Why d'ye entertain my Child? Why did ye 
procure him a V ench, Brother? Is there not the ſame 
reaſon for you to deal as fairly by me, as 1 do by you? 
Since I neither, meddle nor make with your Son, 
methinks you ſhou'dn't with mine. | 

Mic. M here's no rteaton for that: None at all. The 
old Proverb ſays, Among Friends, allthings are common. 

Dem. Very pretty i faith! Are you come to talk at 

that rate at laſt? * 

Mic. Cood Brother, hear me a word, if it ben't too 
great trouble to ye. Fiſt ot all, if your Scn's Charges 
are ſuch a wotul Burden to ye, pray conſider a little 
w.th your ſelf, that foi metly you maintain'd both 
of em according as your E ate would bear it, and 
thought it then ſufficient for both, looking upon me 
as likely enough to marry: Why, een follow that 
old courſe ſtill, hoard, ſcrape, pinch, do all you can 
to raiſe their Fortunes, and take the credit of it your 
ſelf. But then let the pocy Rogues make uſe of my 
Purſe freely, {ance that comes to em over and above. 

- 'I won't diminiſh one Furrow of your 

Land, and What they have from me you may look 

upon as clear Gains, Now, Brother, if you do but 
| II- 
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impartially weigh all this, you'd eaſe me, your ſelf, 
and the poor Boys, of a world of trouble. 

Dem. I don't talk of their Money, tis their Morals. 

Mic. Hold, I underſtand ye: That's it I was going 
upon. Many Obſervations may be made, Brother, 
upon two Perſons doing the ſame thing ; by which 
a Man may conclude, it may be theruin of the one, and 
no great hurt to t'other: Not that there's any: dit- 
ference in the thing, but in the Perſons that did it. 
Truly, by what 1 obſerve of the Boys, I'm confident 
they'll prove to our Hearts defire; I find they have 
Wit, Diſcretion, and Modeſty enough upon occation, 
and love one-another entirely, ſo that tis eaſie to per- 
ceive their generous Nature and Spirit; you may re- 
claim em when you pleaſe: But perhaps you are afraid 
they aren't Husbands good enough; ah, Brother, Age has 
always this ill Property with it, As it makes us wiſer, 
ſo it makes us more worldly; and that will ſuffici- 
ently incite em to be good Husbands. 

Dem. Have a care, Brother, theſe your fine Reaſon- 
ings and gentle Nature don't ruin us all. | 

Mic. Peace, ne'er fear that. Lay aſide this Diſ- 
courſe, and berul'd by me to day. Come, ſmooth 
up your Countenance. 

Dem. mere pleaſantly. ] Well, ſince things require 
it, I muſt do ſo; but to morrow I'll into the Coun- 
try with my Son by break of Day, 

Mic. At midnight if you pleaſe, ſo you be but 
merry to day. 

Dem.— And take that Singing-wench along with 
me too. _ 

Mic. Beſt of all; by that means you'll keep your 
Son from rambling : Only take care ſhe don't give 
ye the ſlip. | 

Dem. I'll warrant ye. And then between the 
Oven and the Mill, I'll fo beſmear her with Cinders, 
Smoak, and Meal. Beſides, in the heat of the Day 


Pl] ſend her to rake up Stubble, till ſhe be Sun-burnt 
and back d Coal, . 


Mic, 
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Mic. That's excellent: Now methinks you have 
ſome Prudence in ye. And whilſt ſhe's in this curſed 
pickle, make your Son lie with her nolens wolens. 

Dem. D'ye rally? Well, you area happy Man to bear 
all things ſo well; for my part, I muſt — 
Mic. interrupting. | What always in the ſame ſtrain? 
Dem. I ha' done, I ha' done. | 
Mic. Pray walk in then, and fince the Day's deſign d 
for Mirth, let's as merrily ſpend it. Exit Mic. 
Demea alone |] Ne'er did Man caſt up the Buſineſs of 
his Life ſo exactly, but ſtil] Experience, Years, and 


Cuſtom, will bring in new particulars that he was not 


aware of, and ſhew his Ignorance of what he thought 
he knew, and after trial make him reject his former 
Opinions. This is plainly my caſe at preſent; for ſince 
my Glaſs is almoſt out, I renounce this rigid Lite I 
have always led. But why ſo? Becauſe Experience 
ſhews me there's nothing like gentleneſs and good na- 
ture: And this Truth appears plainly to all that know 
me and my Brother. He always fpent his time in 
Eaſe and Pleaſure; always courteous, complaiſant, 
{peaking il! of no Man, but carets'd all, liv'd as he 
pleas d, ſpent as he thought fit, the World bleſs him, 
and love him too: But I, that ruſtick, rigid, moroſe, 
pinching, brutiſh, griping Fellow, muſt needs marry ; 
and how have I ſmarted for't! I had Children too, 
thoſe were new Troubles: And truly, in railing up 
their Fortunes, I've worn out my Lite and beſt Days ; 
and now I'm juſt marching off the Stage, the Fruit ot 
all my Labour is to be hated like a Toad. But my Bro- 
ther enjoys all the Pleaſures of a Father without the 
drudger y; they love him, and flye me like the Plague. 
Him they truſt with their Secrets, dote upon him, 
live with him, but me they ſlight: They both pray for 
his Life, but long for my Death: Thoſe I have brought 
up with the greateſt Labour, he has gain d with a 
hittle Coſt; ſo I take all the Pains, and he reaps all the 
Pleaſure. Well, well, for once we'll try what can 


be done, whether we can ſpeak obligingly, and act the: 
| Gentle- | 


- * 
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Gentleman too, ſince my Brother urges me to't. I'd 
willingly have my Children love and reſpect me too; 
if Gifts and Complements will do the Feat, I'll not be 


T behind with thebeſt of em: But my Eſtate muſt go to 


vrrack: What care I for that, ſince I've one Foot in the 
Grave already. To him enter Syrus. 

Sr. Dye hear, Sir, my Maſter deſires you wou'dn't 
be out o'th' way. 

Dem. Who calls there ? Honeſt Syrus, I'm 
gad to ſee thee: How ist? How goes the world? 

Syr. Very well, Sir. Tamning. 
Dem. aſide.] Excellent! This is the firſt time J e er 


us d theſe expreſſions, Honeſt Syrus, How ist? How 


goes the Worl1? They came out plaguily againſt the 
grain, [ Io Syrus.] Thou haſt ſhown thy ſelf an 
admirable Servant, and I will do thee a good turn 
with all my Soul, i'faith I will. | | 

Syr. Pm very much oblig'd to you, Sir. 

Dem. l'fack Boy tis true; and thou ſhalt find it fo 
er long. | 

Enter Geta at another part of the Stage. 

Get. to Softrata within. ] I'll go find em, Madam, 
and haſten em to carry over my young Miſtreſs. 
[ Coming from the Door. } Oh here's Mr. Demea.—— 
Your humble Servant, Sir. Te 

Dem. Prithee Lad, what may I call thy Name ? 

Get. Geta, Sir. | 

Dem. Honeſt Getz, why, I look upon thee at pre- 


ſent to be worth thy weight in Gold; I'd never de- 


fire to be better ſatisfy d ina Servant, than that he ſhould 
be as truſty to his Maſter, as I have found thee to be, 
Geta. For that reaſon, when it lies in my way, Il 
do thee a good turn with all my Soul, Pfack I will—- 
I'm acting Sir Courtiy, and 1 do't rarely methinks. 
| | | [ Aſide. 
Get. That's more your Goodneſs than my Delerts. 
Dem. I ſhall do't by Degrees: Firſt of all I'l make 
theſe Scoundrels my own. ee 11 ra 
Eſch. o ſhimſelf.] Theſe delays kill me: That wy 
Fo cl ne rk mau d 


202 The BROTHERS. 


ſhou'd trifle away the time with their formal Ceremo- 

nies, and long Preparations for the Wedding. 
Dem. Eſchine, Boy, How waggs the World ? 
Eſch. Hah! Are you here, my dear Father? 


Dem. Ah, i'faith Boy, I am thy Father both by In- 


clination, and by Nature too, and tender thee more 

than my Eyes. But why doſtn't thou ſend for 
thy ſweet Lady? 

Eſch. I deſire nothing more; I only ſtay for the 

City-waits and Singing- men. 

Dem. Ho, Wilt thou rake an old Fellow's Counſel 
for once? 5 | 
Eſch. Let's hear't pray, Sir. 

Dem. Hang your Songſters, your Hubbubs, Flam- 
beau and Scrapers, and order the great Stone Wall i'th' 
Garden to be pull'd down immediately, and convey her 
Home that way : Run both Houſes into one, and bring 
over the Mother, and her whole Family to yours. 

Eſch. With all my Heart. The pleaſanteſt Father 

'th' World! | | 

Dem. aſide.] Hey brave! I'm call'd pleaſant now : 

My Brother's Houſe will be a Thorow-tare to all Co- 
mers, the whole 'Town will be there preſently : His 
Purſe muſt ſmoak for't, and to ſome Tune too. But 
what's that to me? whilſt by my complaiſance I o- 

blige all, ¶ Aloud to Eſchine. ] Go bid Babylo tell out 
half a hundred Guineas quick. But Syrus, why 
don't you do as you are bid? | 

Syr. What, Sir? | 
Dem. Break down the Wall: — And do you Geta 
go, and bring em hither. | 
Get. Ay, God bleſs your Worſhip for being ſo kind 
to our poor Family. [Exernt Geta and Syrus. 

Dem. Tis no leſs than you deſerve. ——— Wha 

fy'ſt thou Boy, ha! 
Eſch. Im o' your Opinion, Sir. 5 5 
Dem. Tis forty times better than bringing a Lying- 
in- Woman along the Streets. 
Esch. Indeed, Sir, I know nothing like it 


Dem. 
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Dem. This is my Way. — But here comes my Bro- 
ther. | 

Mic. to Syrus within.) My Brother order it, fay ye! 
Where is he? Ha Brother was't you order'd this? 

Dem. Yes, that J do; and in this and all things elſe 
I'm ready to do what may conduce to the uniting, ſer- 
ving, helping, and joyning both Families together. 

Eſch. Pray, Sir, let it be {o. [To Micio, 
Mic. Well, I've nothing to ſay againſt it. : 

D:m. Troth 'tis no more than we are oblig'd to. 
For firſt, ſhe's your Son's Wite's Mother. 

Mic. What then? 

Dem. A very virtuous and modeſt Woman. 

Mic. So they ſay indeed. 

Dem Pretty well in Vears. Mic. She is ſo. 

Dem. And paſt Child- bearing, a loneſome Woman, 
and no- body regards her. — 

Mic. What a- duce would he be at? [Aſide. 

Dem. — Therefore you ought to marry her, and 


you Eſchine, to do what you can to bring it about. 


Mic. Whol marry? Dem. Yes, you. 

Mic. 1 prithee? Dem. Yes, you l ſay. 

Mic. Po, you do but fool ſurely, | 

Dem. to Eſchine. ] If thou haſt any Life and Soul in 
thee, make him do't. Eſch. Dear Father — 

Mic. interrupt ing.] What? And doſt thou Block- 
head mind what he ſays? ; 

Dem. *Tis in vain to refuſe, it can't be avoided. 

Mic. Po, you dote ſurely. | 

Eſch. Good Sir, Let me obtain that Favour. | 

Mic. Ar't out of thy Wits, let me alone. ¶ Angrily. 

Dem. Come, come, hearken to what your Son 
ſays for once. | | 

Mic. Han't ye play'd the fool enough yet ? Shall I 
marry at Threeſcore and Five? And to an old Woman 
that's ready to drop into the Grave? This is your 
viſe Counſel, 1s't ? | | 

Eſch. Pray, Sir, do; I've promis d it. 

Mic. You promiſe with a Miſchief! Promiſe for 
thy ſelf, Chit. e Den. 
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Dem. Fie, fie! What if he#had begg'd a greater 
thing at your hands? 

Mic. As if there was any thing greater than this, 

Dem. Pray grant this Requeſt. 

Eſch. Good, Sir, ben't ſo hard to be entreated. 

Dem. Po, promiſe him for once. 

Mic. Will ye never leave baiting me? 

Eſch. Not till I've prevail'd, Sir. 

Mic. Troth, this is downright forcing a Man. 

Dem. Come Micio, be good- natur d and do't. | 

Mic. Tho' this be the moſt damn'd, toaliſh, ridicu- 
lous Whim, and th: moſt averſe to my Nature that 
can be, yet ſince you are ſo extreamly hot upon't, Vil 
humour ye tor ence. . 

E(ch. This is excellent, I'm oblig'd to ye beyond 
mealure. 
Dem. aſcce.] Well, what's next ? What (Hall I 
ſay next? This is as I'd have it. M hat's more to be 
done? — ¶CTro Micio.] Ho! there's Hg io our poor Kinſ- 
man, and nigheſt Relation; in troch, we ought in 
Conſcience to do ſomething for him. 

Mic. What, pray? CEPT 
Dem. There's a ſmall piece in the Suburbs, which 
you Farm out, pray let's give him that to live on. 
Mic. A ſmall one ſay ye? 
Dem. Were it a great one, you might give it to 
him: He has been as good as a Father to Pamphila ; 
is a very honeſt Man, our Kinſman, and you can't 
beſtow it better: Beſides, Brother, there's a certain 
Proverb (none of my own, I aſſure ye) wich you ſo- 
well and wiſely made uſe of: That Age has always 
that ill Property af making us more Worldly, as well 
as more Wiſe. We ſhould do well to keep clear of 
this Scandal. Tis a true Proverb, Brother, and 
ought to, be regarded. | | 

Mic. What's all this Well, let it be ſo, if he 
mutt needs have it ſo. | 

Eſch. Brave Father, I vow. _ 
Dem. Now you are my true Brother, bath in Body 
and Soul. Mic. Im glad ont. Des. 
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m. I've ſtabb'd him with his on Weapons i' fack. 
Aſide laughing, 
Enter Syrus with a Pick-ax upon his Shoulders. 

Syr. to Demea.] The Job is done as he order'd, Sir. 

Dem. Thou art an honeſt Lad.-— And o' my Con- 
ſcience I think Syrus deſerves his Freedom. 

Mic. He his Freedom? For what Exploit? 

Dem. O for a thouſand. 

Syr. O dear, Mr. Demea, you are a rare Gentleman, 
dad you are. You know I've look'd to the young 
Gentlemen from their very Cradles: I taught *em, ad- 
vis'd em, and inſtructed 'em all I could poſſible. 

Dem. Nothing more evident: Nay, more than 
that, he catered for em, pimp'd for em, and took 
care ofa Debauchee i'th* Morning for em. Theſe are 
no ordinary Accompliſhments, 1 can aſſure ye. 

Syr. Your Worſhip's very merry. | 

Dem. Beſides, he was Adjutant-General in buying 
this Muſick-Girl; *twas he that managed the whole 
Intrigue, and tis nothing but Juſtice to reward him, 
that it may be an Encouragement to others: In ſhort, 
E/chine deſires it too. 

Mic. to Eſchine.] Do you deſire it too? 

Eſch. Ves, if you pleaſe, Sir. 

Mic. Since tis ſo, come hither, Syrus: Thou'rt free 

Syrus kneels down, Micio lays his Hand on his 
Head, after that gives him a cuff oth Ear, 

Syr. riſing up.] Generouſly done. A thouſand 
thanks to ye all, and to you, Mr. Demes. 

Dem. I'm well ſatisfied. Eſch. And I too. 

Sr. I don't queſtion it, Sir: But I with heartily my 
Joy were more compleat, that 1 might ſee my poor 
Spouſe Phrygia to be made free too. 

Dem., Troth ſhe's a mighty good Woman. 

355 And the firſt that gave Teat to your Grandſon 
o day. | 

Dem. Faith, in good earneſt, if ſhe were the firſt, 
ſhe deſer ved her Freedom againſt the World, 

Mic. What! For that Service ooly? |}, _ 

HF. | Dem, 
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Dem. Ves, for that: In fine, I'll pay for her Freedom. 
Sr. God's Bleſſing light upon your Worſhip, and 
grant all your Wiſhes, 1 9 5 
Mic. Syrus, thou haſt made a good day's work on't. 
Dem. Beſides, Brother, t would be a Deed of Charity 
to lend him a little Money before-hand to begin the 
World withal: I'll engage he'll ſoon pay it again. 
Mic. Not a Soule. 
Eſch. He's a very honeſt Fellow, Sir. 
Syr. Upo' my word I'll pay you again : Do but truſt 
me. Eſch. Pray do, Sir. 
Mic. Ill confider on't firſt. 
Dem. He ſtall pay ye. 
Syr. to Demea. ] E'dad, you're the beſt Man alive 
Eſch. And the pleaſanteſt i'th' World. 
Mic. What's the meaning of this, Brother? How 
comes this change of Humour all of a ſudden ? What 
a Fit's here of Squandring and Profuſton ! | 
Dem. I'll tell ye. —-That you may know, Brother, 
theſe Sons of yours don't reckon you a ſweet-natur'd 
and pleaſant Man, *cauſe you live as you ſhould, or do 
What is juſt and reaſonable, but you fawn, coker, and 
give em what they'll ſpend. Now, Son Eſchine, if 
you are diſſatisfied at my courſe of Life, cauſe I 
wou'dn't follow your humour in all things * or 
wrong, 11! not trouble my Head any further, ſquan- 
der, buy Miſſes, and do what you will. But if you 
wou'd ha' me inform ye, and ſer ye right, and upon 
occaſion ſerve ye too, in ſome things which by rea- 
ſon of your Youth you underſtand but little, are over- 
fond of and don't much conſider of, ſee here I'm ready 
to do't for you. 1 | | 
Eſch. Dear, Sir,we commit our ſelves wholly to your 
diſpoſal; for you know what's fitting to be done far 
better than we.—But what will ye do in my Brother's 
buſineſs? Dem. Well: Let him take the Muſick- 
Girl; and ſo bid adieu to Wenching 


— 


Eſch. That's very reaſonable. ee 
* 


Gentlemen, Your Favour. [Exe 
The End of the Brothers. N 
| (SEAS: 


* 4 


% * *%%. | * 
r oy 


THE 


Tricks of Phormio : 


Ge | 
COMEDY 
Acted at the Roman Sports, 


WHEN 
L. e EE W 
L. Cornelius Merula rule Edil. 


L. Ambivius Turpio, 
By the cn of \ and 
L. Attilius of Preneſte. 


Flaccus made free by Claudius, compos'd 
the Muſick, which was perform' d on 
Unequal Flutes, 


It was taken from the Greek of 
Apollodorus, call'd Epidicazomenos, and 
Acted four times. 
C. Faunius, 


Under the Conſulſhip of 7 and 
Jos M. Valerius. 


A. UC. 592. Ante Chriſt. 159. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
ME N. 


vor SA rich oll Citizen of Athens, covetous, 

Dempbo, miſtruſtful, and peeviſh. ; 

_ ( Demipho's Brother, another Citizen of 

Athens, an old uxorious Wife-ridden 

. Gentleman, who in his Youth ads A 
- Girl in à corner, 


| Demipho's Son, à good-natur'd, ks, 
Antipho, 


well-bred young Gent. very fond of 
Phanie his Wife. 


Chremes's Son, an amorous genteel Spark 
Phedrie, of the Town, paſſionately in ious with 
a Muſuck-Girl. 


(Te Paraſite, a bold, cheating, intrigulag, 
Phormio, & ſubtle Fellow, and one of ſmgular Im. 
. pudence. , 


Servant to Antipho, « an ingenious, deſgn- 
Geta, ing, plotting Fellow, trne to the Intereſts 


| of A tipho and bis C WHſen Phedrie. 
1 A Servant, an Intimate of Geta's. 


A covetous, natur d, peviſh Bawd 


Dorio, Owner of Phedrie's Miaſich. Girl. 


Hegio, \ Three fooliſh Advotates, Friends to De- 
Cratine, | Q. Wuphor - ff”, 
Crito, 1 | 

| WOMEN. 123 
Nauſiſtra-, Chremes's Wife, a lag imperious Ho- 
ta. Y man, always awing her Husband. 
Sophrona, Nurſe to Phanie, a harmleſs old-Woman, 

MUTES. 


Dorcio, A, Servant of Demipho's. 
Phanie, Married ſecretly to Antipho. 
| Servants, Attendanis, &c. 
SCENE, ATHENS. 
The TIME, about ſix or ſeven Hours. 


FF 
1 
I 
y 
«tt 
y 


— 
1 
th 
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1 


Aer I. 


8c EN, the Street before Demipho's Door: 


TIME, the Firenoon. 


22 — 


Davus alone, with a Bag of Money in his Hand. 


ENS T very good Friend and Country- man 
Seta came to me yeſterday, about the 
©): Arrears of a {mall parcel of Money he 
had left in my hands formerly; he beg'd 
cd co get it up, ſol have, and am juſt car- 


| rying it to him. His young Maſter has pick'd upa Wife 


I hear : And this looks as if *twere a Preſent for Mrs. 
Bride. What a confounded Cuſtom 'tis for thoſe who 
have buta very little, to bealways feeding them that 
have abundance ! All that this poor Fellow now has 
( by ſtarving himſelf, he bit by bit, with much ado 
ſcrap'd together out of his pitiful Allowance) muſt 


goat one {woop, People never conſidering the Pains 
| | it 
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it coſt him the getting. And then poor Geta muſt 
be {queez'd over again, to give her Ladyſhip Joy of 
her Bantling ; and after that, again upon the Anniver- 
fary of the Brat's Nativity, when 'tis dedicated for- 
ſooth. The Child is the pretended Cauſe of all the 
Preſents, but tis the Mother runs away with all. 
But isn't that Geza there ? 
Enter Geta. 

Get. to them within.] If a red-hair'd Fellow 
ſhou'd enquire for me. 

Dav. He's here, ſpare your Breath, 

Get. turning about.] Ho, Davus ! I was juſt com- 
ing to give ye the meeting. 

Dav. Here, hold your Hand. [Gives him the Bag. 
Tis all good, and juſt what I ow'd ye. 

Get. Thou art an honeſt Fellow, and 'twas kindly 
done not to forget me, 

Dav. Kind indeed, as the World goes now, III 
aſſure ye, for 'tis come to that paſs, that a Man muſt 
pray, and be thankful, to get his own again. But 
why ſo concern'd? * 

Get. Who I? 

and danger I'm in. 

Dav. As how pray? | 
Get. You ſhall know upon promiſe of Secreſie. 

Dav. Away Simpleton : what] truſt me with thy 
Money, and afraid to truſt me with a Secret! I 
ſhou'dn't get a Pin o' my Sleeve by falſifying with 
. thee now. | | 

Get. Prithee hear me then. 

Dav. Yes, with both Ears. 

Get. You know Mr. Chremes, our old Maſter's 
elder Brother, don't ye? "hrs 

Dav. Very well. 

Get. And his Son Phedrie too? 

Dav. As well as I know the. 

Get. It ſo fell out that the old Gentlemen took a 
Journey both together, Chremes to Lemno, and our 

good Man to Cilicia, where an old Croney of hed 
| Whee- 


If youdid but know the dread 


7 
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wheedled him over, Letter upon Letter, promiſin 
him whole Mountains of Gold, with the Devil and all. 

Dem. What, to him that had enough, and to {pare 
already ? 

Get. Neer admire, Man, tis his humour. 

Dav. Pox of ill Luck! What Pity 'tis I wasn't 
Grand Seignior ! | 

Get. When the old Gentlemen ſet out, they made 
me Tutor to their Sons. 

Dav. Ah, Geta, that was a hard Task for thee. 

Get. Troth ſo I found it by wotul Experience: I 
remember my unlucky Genius bore very hard upon 
mee that day. At firſt I began to be ſtrict with them: 
But what need many words? My faithfulneſs to my 
old Maſters coſt me many a ſore drubbing. | 

Dav. I thought as much: For what a madneſs is 
is to ſtrive againſt the Stream? | 

Ger. Upo' that I let go the Reins, and contented 
my ſelf to drive as they'd ha' me. 

Dav. You knew how to make your own Markets, 

Get. As for our Youngſter, he was very regular for 
a while: But Mr. Phedrie immediately pick'd up 
his Muſick- Girl, and fell up to the Ears in Love. 
She was kept it ſeems by a damnable griping Cock- 
bawd. The old Gentleman had taken care to 
keep the young Men's Pockets at Low-water: So 
that our amorous Spark could do nothing but look 
Babies in his Miſtrefs's Eyes, follow her upo th' Scent, 
and perhaps lead her to the Muſick-School and back 
again. I and my young Maſter having little elſe to 
do, muſt needs bear the Spark company. Right a- 
gainſt the School was a Barber's Shop, there did we 
commonly ſtay her coming out. One day, while we 
were dancing Attendance, in comes a young Fellow 
ſnivelling at ſuch a rate, as made us all wonder, and 
ask him, What he aild? Why ( ſaid he) never till 
nom did I take Poverty for ſuch a ſad grievous Bur- 
den: Hard by Pe juſt been ſeeing @ poor Girl, cry- 
ing and taking on moſt heavily for the Death of her 

as ak M#ther, 
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Mother, by whoſe dead Body ſhe was then ſitting. She 
had neither Friends, Acquaintance, nor Relation, be- 


fides one poor old Woman, to ſtand by her, or look af- 


ter the Funeral. It griev/d me to the very Soul, for 


the was an extraordinary Beauty. In ſhort, we were 
all ſet agog at the Story. Mr. Antipho preſently cry d, 
Shall we go and fee her? Ay, ay, ſays another, Let's 
go; prithee honeſt Man bring us to the place. Away 
we go, come to her, ſee her: A pretty Rogue i faith 
ſhe was: And what's more, ſhe had nothing of Orna- 
ment to ſet off her Beauty : Her Hair all about her 
Fars, her Feet bare, all out of order, her Cheeks 


blubbered, and dreſſed in ſuch a pickle, that it ſhe 


hadn't been lovely to a Miracle, theſe Circumſtances 
would have made her very diſagreeable. The Spark 
that was enamour'd with the Mufick-Girl, only faid, 
She's well enough; but ours, _ 
Dav. interrupting. } Was ſmitten, I warrant. 
Get. Can ye gueſs how deeply? — But now pray 
obſerve what came on't. . The very next day he goes 
right to the old Woman, and very fairly begs her 
teave for a Night's Lodging; which ſhe as fairly de- 
ny'd him, telling him, That Vis Pretenſions were un- 
reaſonable, that the Girl was a Citizen's Daughter, 
well bred, and of a good Family: That if he woud 
zake her for better for worſe, he had the Law to bear 
him out in't; but if not, ſhe had no more to ſay to him. 
This put my Gentleman to a ſad Nonplus. Marry 
her he would with all his Heart, but was afraid of 
the old Gentieman abroad, | 
Dav. Wou'dn't his Father have allow'd on't, think 
ye, when he came back ? 
Get. What? To have married a Girl who had nei- 
Fortune nor Honour? Not whilſt his Eyes were 


= Open . 


Dav. Weil, and what came on't at laſt ? 
Get. What? —— Why, a certain wheedling Raſ- 
ca, Phormis by Name, an audacious Fellow, would 
the Deva had him for me. | 
Dav, What of him, prithee ? Set. 
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Get. He put this damn'd Project into the young 
Man's Head I'm juſt about to tell ye.— Lou know tis 
the Law here, that all Orphan- Girls muſt be married 
to the next of Kin, and the ſame Law binds the next 
of Kin to marry them. Now ( fays he) Til ſay ou 
are the Girl's Kinſman, and commence à Suit againſt 
ye, pretending to be a Friend of her Father's, and 
bring it to a Tryal; as for who was her Father, who 
her Mother, and hom you came to be her Kinſman, 
let m alone for forging all to the beſt advantage too. 
When you diſprove none of all this, T ſhall caſt ye. 
When your Father comes home, hell be for trouncing 
0 me: But what care I? The Girl will be our own. 

Dav. Avery pretty piece of Roguery, in troth! 

Get. Antipho was perſuaded, the Buſineſs done, 
the Cauſe try'd, we caſt, and he married, 

Dav. What's that you tell me? 

Get. Tis ev'n as 1 ſay. 

Dav. Ah, poor Geta, what will become of thee 
then? 

Get. Faith I can't tell; only thus much I know, 
that fall back, fall edge, we muſt bear it. 

Dav. Now I like ye. Spoken like a Philoſopher. 

Get. I've no hopes but in this Inventing Noddle of 
my own, 

Dav. I commend thee. | 

Get. Should I go now and fee ſome petty Friend to 
plead for me thus! Good Sir, pardon him this once, 
but if he ever does the like again, Lil not open my 
Month for lim. *Twere well it he didn't add, But 
when J am gone, hang him Dog. | 

Dav. But now for this Muſick-Wench's Gentleman 
Uſher, how comes he off ? | 
Get. Poorly enough, Fove knows, 

Dav. I warrant he as but little of the Ready- 
Money to beſtow on h:;. 

Get. Not a Souſe: Guly fine Words and gay Pro- 
miles. ; 

 Dav. Is his Father come home or no? 
n Get, 
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Get. Not yet. 

Dav. When d'ye look for your old Gentleman? 
Set. I can't tell poſitively, but I hear there's a Let- | 
ter from him at the Cuſtom- houſe, that came up, b7 
the Packet- boat: I am juſt ſtepping for't. | 

Da v. D'ye want any thing elſe with me, Gera? 

Get. Nothing, but good bu'y ye. ¶ Exit Davus. 

Geta alone. 4 

To them within. ] Soho, Sirrah. What's there 
no body at home? ¶ Enter 4 Foor- Boy.] Here take 
this, and carry it to Dorcio, | Gives him the . 

Exeunt ſeverally. 


The End of the Firſt Act. 
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Ac II. 
Antipho and Phedrie. 


Ant. en- N UT, Phedrie, is it come to that paſs | 
tring. now, that I ſhou'd be afraid of my | 
own Father, when I think of his Return? And a 
Father that loves me ſo! If I had not been a raſh 

lockhead, I might have expected his coming home 
as became me. | 

Phe. What d'ye mean by all this ? 
Ant. A pretty queſtion ! When you your ſelf were 
my chiefeſt Confidant in this mad Prank, Well, 1 
cou d wiſh Phormio's Tongue had been out before he 
had given me ſuch Counſel, and preis'd my willing 
Mind on to what has been the Foundation of all my 
Miſeries. If I hadn't enjoyn'd her atall, it might ha' 
made me melancholy for three or four days or ſo; 
but then I ſhow'dw't have had this perpetual vexation 
upon me. | 

Phe. J give ye the hearing. 

Ant. Whilſt I am in hourly Expectations 
o' my Father's ſi dden Return, who will pluck me 
from her Embraces, Phe, 
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Phe. Others are griev'd for want of Enjoyment, 
but you for being glutted with it. The God of Love 
has been too liberal to ye, Couſin: For my part, 
your's is a Life I'd as ſoon wiſh for, and deſire, as any 
whate'er. I ſhould thank the Gods, did they bleſs 
me with fo long a Banquet of Love as you've been 
bleſt withal, and wou'd be content to die the next 
moment. Pray conſider with your ſelf what trouble 
I endure by the being debarr'd trom the thing I love, 
and what comfort yuu might take in your plentiful 
Enjoy ment. Tl ſay nothing of your having got a 
Civil well-bred Woman without any charge, and of 
your being married to your own liking, to a Perſon 
of an unſpotted Reputation. Tis maniteſt you're hap- 
Py, and only want a Mind that can tel] when things are 
well, Had you to do with a Bawd as I have, you'd 
feel how 'tis then. But tis the humour of us al}, 
never to be contented. 

Ant. But tis you your ſelf, Coufin, that is the hap- 
py Man in my Opinion, who have Power to conſult 
at large, whether you had beſt keep her, love her ſtill, 
or leave her: But I've brought niy {elf into ſuch an 
unhappy ſtrait, that I neither know how to quit mine, 
nor keep her. 

Enter Geta at a diſtance in great haſte. 

Ant. in aſurprize.] But what's the Matter now? 
Isn't that Gera in fuch haſte ? ———- "Tis he for cer- 
tain, Alas! my poor Heart fo:ebodes that he's 
the Meſſenger of ſome bad News or other. | 

Get. to himſelf.) In troth, Geta, thou'rt a dead 
Man if thou doſt not find ſome cunning ſhift or o- 
ther to ſave thy ſelt, and that quickly too, ſo many 
Misfortunes are ready to ſeize thee, before thou'rt 
prepared for em. I can neither tell how to eſcape 
'em, nor how to get rid of em. Our Foolhardineſs 
can never be conceal'd any longer. If my Noddle 
doesn't befriend us at this pinch, either I or my poor 
Maſter muſt {mart for't. : 

Ant. What makes him in ſuch a Chaſe trow ? 

oy, M3: G.t. 
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Get. to himſelf.] Then l've but a minute's Time 
for Projection. My old Maſter's vpon our Backs. 

Ant. What ill Luck is come to Town now? 

Get. to himſelf. |] When he comes to hear on't 
how 1s't poſſible to pacify him? If I ſpeak, he'll be 
cholerick ; {ay nothing, 'twill fret him; and for ex- 
cuſing my ſelf, I had as good talk to the Wind 
Poor Geta ! alas for thee! — Then beſides my own 
trouble, Mr. Antipho is a great Vexation to my Spi- 
rits; tis him 1 pity, and am ſo much concern'd for; 
tis he that keeps me here, elſe I'd ha' made a ſhift 
for one well enough, and been reveng'd of the old 
Man's peevith Temper; I'd ha' finger'd away ſome- 
thing, and ſewn him a fair pair of Heels for't. 

Ant. party hearing. ] What Fingering and Heels is 
the Fellow talking of? | 

Get. to himſelf. ] But where ſhall I ind my Maſter 
Antipho ? Or where ſhall I go look him? 

Phe. to Ant.] He names you, Couſin. 

Ant. 1 expc& to hear of ſome ſhrewd Misfortune 
by this Meſſenger. | 

Phe. Pho! Are ye out o' your Wits? 

Get. to himſelf. ] ll cen get me home, ten to one 
but he's there. [ Going off: 

Phe. to Ant.] Let's call him back. 

Ant. You Sir, ſtay. 

Get. not knowing him.] You take upon ye ſuffi- 
ciently, whoc'er you are. | 

Ant, Geta, I ſay! | | 

Get. turning about.] Od's me! Tis the very Man 
I wanted. | 

Ant. Prithee what's the News? Diſpatch it in a 
word if ye can, 5 

Get. I will ſo. 

Ant. Out with it, quick. | 

Get. Juſt now at the Water-ſide I ſav .... 

Ant. My Father! | 

Get. You've hit it. 

Ant. Then I'm a dead Man. Phe, S'death ! 

Ant. Prithee what ſhall I do? Phe. 
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Phe. to Geta.] How's this? 

Get. I tell ye I ſaw his Father, your Uncle. 

Ant. What courle ſhall! I take to help me out in 
this ſudden Misfortune? Ah! ſhould my unlucky Stars 
but rend me from dear Phanie's Embraces, Life would 
be only a burden to me. 

Get. Therefore, Sir, ſince things are as they are, 
you ought to be the more upon your Guard; for 
Faint Heart ne'er won Fair Lady. 

Ant. I'm quite diſtracted. 

Gez. But conlidering your preſent Circumſtances, 
you've great reaſon to be otherwile, for if your Fa- 
ther ſecs you once down 1th' mouth, he'll conclude 
you're guilty of all. 

Phe, He's ith' right ont. 

Ant. J can't change my Nature. 

Get. Suppoſe you were put to a worle Strait. 

Ant. Why, not being able to do this, I ſhou'd ne'er 
do that. 

Get. Pſhaw ! he's good tor nothing, Mr. Phedrie ; 
condemn'd already: Why ſhould we itand trifling a- 
way our Time with him? Tul een be jogging. 

Phe. And fo will I too. 1995 are going off. 

Ant. Prithee Geta! Suppole | !ook thus. 

[ He trys to look pleaſantly.) Is this well? 

Get. Not worth a Farthing : 

Ant. Do but look on me now: [Here he makes 
What d'ye think of this ? Grimaces a good 
while, at laft compoſes hi: Crmtenance, 

Get. No. Ant. What ſay ye tot now? 

Get. Somewhat thereabouts. Ant, Will this? 

Get. That will do't, —— Keep ye there: Be ſure 
you anſwer him Word tor Word, and let not this 
huffing and hectoring daſh you out of Countenance, 

Ant, Well enough. 

Get. Say you were forc'd to't by the Law and the 
Rules of Court; d'ye mark me. [ He looks to one 
corner of the Stage.] But what old Man's yonder, at 
the farther end o'th' Street. 

M4. ha 
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Ant. peeping.] 'Tis my Father, I amn't able to 
ſtand my Ground, [ Going off. 

Get. What ha'ye a mind to do, Sfr? Whether 10 
faſt? Stay, ſtay, I ſay. 

Ant. I know my own frailty and fault too well, I 
give up my Phanie and my Lite into your hands. 

| [Exit Antipho. 

Phe, Prithce Geta, what ſhall we do now ? 

Get. Why, you muſt expect a rattling, but poor 
Geta (if my Stars don't deceive me) will be truſs'd 
up to rights. Troth, I think we muſt e'en follow 
the ſame Advice we gave to Mr. Antipho. 

Phe. Hang your Muſt; what you'd ha' me do, 
command me freely. | 

Get. Don't ye remember, when we began this En- 
te! prize firſt, how ye agreed to manage it, That their 
P.ea was juſt, fair, ſure; in fine, the cleareſt Caſe in 
the World ! 

Phe. I do. 

Get, Why, this you muſt make uſe of: If you can 
think of a better or a finer, take it, 

Phe. III do what I can. = 

Get. Do you give the firſt Onſet, I'll lie in ambuſh 
as a Reſerve for ye when you begin to give ground, 

Phe. Well enough. 

Enter Demipho at a diſtance ; Phedrie and 
Geta rove on one fide obſerving him. 

Dem. to himſelf. -— Is't come to that then? My 
Son Antiphe marry without my Conſent ? Surea Fa- 
ther's Authority — But why did I name Authority? 
Methinks the fear of my Diſpleaſure might ha' crea- 
ted ſome Reſpect: What! has he no Shame in him? 
O impudent Wickedneſs! And that Hang-dog Gera 
the Tutor too. 

Get. aſide to Phe. ] So, I'm brought in for a ſnack. 

Dem. too himſelf.] Suppole they pretend, *Twas 
done againſt his Will, the Law fore d him to t. 


» 


Well, I underſtand, I grant it. 


Get. That's well enough. | 
1 Dem. 
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Dem. to himſelf. ] But to give up his Cauſe ſo wil- 
lingly, and without ane Word to the contrary : Did 
the Law force him upon that too ? 

Phe. to Geta.] That's a hard Chapter. 

Get. to Phe. ] Let me alone to clear that. | 

Dem, to himſelf. ] I'm at a {ad Nonplus, Things 
have happen'd ſo contrary to my Expectations and Be- 
lief: Then my Paſſion runs away with me, ſo as I 
can't bring my Mind to the common Uſe of Think- 
ing; wherefore in a Calm we ſhould be always ſure 
to provide for a Storm : So he that comes home from 
a _ Journey, ought to think of the Dangers, Loſſes 
and Baniſhment that may befal him; he may find his 
Son debauch'd, his Wite dead, and his Daughter dan- 
; gry. ill. Theſe are common Accidents, and ſhou'd 

no News to him if they happen; but if Things 
fall out better than he expected, he may look upon't 
as clear Gains. 

Get. aſide to Phedrie.] Troth, Sir, you wou'dn't 
think how much wiſer Jam than this old Fox my Ma- 
ſter. I've fore- caſted all my Misfortunes: Videlicet, 
When my Maſter comes home, I muſt expect to beat 
Hemp in Bridewell all the days of my Life, to be 
Vvhipp'd and ſhackled, or ſent to the Plough-tail. All 
this will be no News to me, if any thing happens 
better than I expect, I ſhail look upon't as clear Gains, 
in troth. But why don't you go to him, and 
ſweeten him a little ? 

Phedrie moves towards Demipho. 

Dem. ſeeing Phedrie. ] Yonder comes my Couſin 
Phedrie to meet me. | 

Phe. ] Dear Uncle, your humble Servant. 

Dem. I'm glad to ſee thee, Coz; but where's 
Antipho ! 5 | 

Phe. You're welcome home, Sir. 

Dem. I thank ye; - but pray anſwer my Queſtion. 

Phe. He's very well, Sir; within call——But your 
Affairs, Sir, do they ſucceed to your deſire? 

Dem. ig hing.] I wiſh _ did, 

| 5 


Dem. 
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The. Why, what's amiſs, Sir? 


Dem. Amiſs Phedrie? You've made a fine Match 


among ye in my abſence, han t ye? | 

Phe, Oh, ho! Is't that you are ſo angry with him 
for? 
Get. A rare Actor i'faith. ¶Aſide 

Dem. And han't I reaſon to be ſo? I wiſh in my 
Soul I cou'd but ſet my Eyes upon him, he ſhou'd ſee 
what tis to provoke a good natur'd Father, 

Phe. Indeed, Sir, he has done nothing to deſerye 
your Anger. 

Dem. Look ye here! They're all of a piece, hang 
all on a ſtring; know one, know all, [ Angrily. 

Phe. Not ſo neither, Sir. | 

Dem. Does one commit Roguery ? whip, the 0- 
ther's ready to bear him out in't. Does this do it? 
Then that's ready to plead for him: So they help 
one another by turns. 

Ger. The old Man has hit upon both their Humours 
better than he's aware on. | [ Aſide. 

Dem. If it wasn't a Bargain between ye, you 
wou'dn't take his part ſo much as you do. 

Phe, Sir, if my Coulin Antipho had committed a 
fault to the prejudice either of his Honour or Eſtate, 
I'd ſooner die than plead for him, but ſhou'd leave him 


to ſuffer the juſt demerit of his Crimes. But o'th' o- 


ther hand, if ſome Cheat, emboldened in his Knaveries, 
mou'd lay his Snares t'entrap unwary Youth, and 
Thou'd * his deſigns, is the fault ours, or the 
Judges? W. 
their Right, and for Pity give it to the Poor. 

Get. Weren't I privy to this whole Affair, I fhou'd 
think what he ſays to be as true as an Oracle, [ Aſide. 


Dem. Can any Judge i'th' World know a Man's 
Right, when he ſtands like a Poſt as he did? 


Phe. Re did like a modeſt Gentleman: For when 
he came in the open Court, Fear and Modeſty ſo ſur- 
. him, that he cou dn't utter a word of what he 
had premeditated. | | 


o oft thro' Envy take from the Rich 
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Get. aſede.] An Orator i' faith. — But why don't 
I go and have a touch alſo with the old Mumpfimus 

[ Goes to Demipho. ] Dear Maſter, your hum- 
ble Servant, welcome hs withall my Heart. 

Dem. Ho! Mr. Governour! The very prop of our 
Family! The Truſtee o'er my Son in my abſence! I'm 
yours too. [ Zeeringly, 

Get. I hear, Sir, you're pleas'd to blame us all un- 
deſervedly, and me too that deſerve it leaſt of all; For 
what wou'd ye had me ha' done i'th' caſe, when you 
know, Sir, the Law won't admit a Slave to plead, 
or be a Witneſs? | 

Dem. Piſh ! I grant all this; and more than that, 
I own the Boy was baſhful, and you a Slave. But let 
her be never ſo much a-kin, there was no neceſſity 
for his having her: The Law only obliges him to 
give her a Portion, and let her look out tor another 
Husband. Your reaſon pray, why he rather chole to 
marry a Beggar Wench ? 

Get. Nay, twasn't Reaſon, but Money that was 
wanting. 

Dem. He might have borrow'd it any where. 

Get. Any where, ſay ye? Sooner ſaid than done. 

Dem. Rather than fail, he ſhould have taken it up- 
on Intereſt, 

Get. Ho, bravely ſpoken! As tho' any one wou'd 
have truſted him while you are alive. 

Dem. Well! It ſhall never go thus, it muſtn't be. 
Shall I ſuffer 'em to live together one day to an end? 
No, I wou'dn'tdo't for the World. But I'd fain 
ha' this Paltry Raſcal brought before me, or e ſe di- 
rect me where he lives. 

Get. You mean Phormio, Sir, don't ye? _ 

Dem. Yes, the Woman's great Spokeſman, 

Get. I'll fetch him to ye preſently. 

Dem. But where's Antipho now ? 

Ger. Gone out, Sir. | | 

Dem. Good Coz, do ſo muchas ſeek him out re 


me, and bring him hither. 


Fhe. 


— 
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Phe. I'm going to rights. [Exit Phedrie. 
Get. To his Miſtreſs he means. [Aſide. 
Exit Geta another way. 


Demipho alone.] I'll juſt ſtep in and return my 
Thanks for my fate arrival; from thence Tl! to the 
Piazza, and call ſome Friends to ſtand by me in this 
Buſine ſs, that I mayn't be unprovided when Phormio 
comes, Exit. 

The End of the Second Act. 


* Bop SE Soo: (4 St TNA 


Ac III. 
Phormio and Geta. 


Phor. = | O W! Mr. Antipho play at Bopeep for 
tring. fear of his Father, ſay ye! 
Get. Very true. | 
Phor. So, then poor Phanys left in the Lurch? 
Ger. Ev'n ſo. 
Phor. And the old Man's upo' th' fret? 
Get. Yes, indeed. | 
| Phor. zo himſelf. ] So then! the Burden lies all up- 
on thy Shoulders, poor Phormio. 'Thou muſt take 
what comes on't, and ev'n brew as thou haſt bak d. 
Io work then, old Boy. 
Get. Prithee about it then. 
Phor. not minding. Geta.] Suppoſe he ſhould ask 


Get. Tis you we only truſt to. 
Phor. ftudying.] That's right. What if he 
ſhauld reply? | 
Get. Twas you put us upon't. 
Phor. till in a Study.] — Ay, that will do. 
N pulling him by the Sleeve.) Prithee help us out 


Phor, turning quick to Geta.] Prithee trail the old 
1 * I've all my Traps ready laid for him. 
t. What deſign are ye upon now ? 


Phor, 
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Phoy. What would ye have me, but to let Phanie 
be his Wife ſtill, clear Mr. Antipho of all, and turn the 
whole ſtream o'th' old Man's Rage upon my ſelf? 

Get. Spoken like a couragious Man, and a true 
Friend! But i'faith, * Phormio, I'm afraid this 
Lion's Heart of yours will bring that pretty Face to 
look thro a Pillory at the laſt. SiH 
 Phor. Pſhaw! Never fear that! I amn't to learn 
my Trade now ; I know where to take ſure footing. 
How many Men d'ye think I have in my time beat, 
and left for dead, Townimen as well as Strangers? 
The oftner I exerciſed my Hand, the more Skill I had. 
And pray when did ye ever hear of an Action of Bat- 
tery clapp'd upon my Back ? 

Get. How comes that about ? 

Phoy. Pho! your Fowlers never aim at a Hawk or 
Kite that do miſchief; but *tis your harmleſs Birds 
they are for. In one there's Prohit, in the other only 
Powder and Shot thrown away. Juſt ſo they who 
| have any thing to loſe are in the moſt danger: Tis 
wel known, I've nothing to loſe but my Skin. You'll 
ſay perhaps, They might ſeize on my Perſon: They'd 
be hang d before they'd maintain ſuch a devouri 
Glutton as I am. And troth I fanſy they are i'th* 
right on't, not to do me ſuch an excellent good turn 
for a bad one. 

Get. Faith, my young Maſter will ne'er be able to 
make ye amends for this Kindneſs, 


Phor. *Tis we Vaſſals owe more than our Lives are 


worth for the Favours of our Princes. Isn't it a rare 
thing to feaſt it at free coſt, to perfume and bath ones 
ſelf, to have no Trouble upon your Spirit, whilſt ano- 
ther bears the Trouble and Charge of all? For you to 
have all things to your liking, to laugh and take your 
pleaſure, whilſt he frets himſelf, to be honour'd with 
the firſt cup, and ſet at the upper end of the T 
to eat of the puzzling Banquet? | 5: 
Get. What d'ye mean by the Word puzzling. 
Phor, When there's ff ach a Plenty as would puzzle 


ye. - 
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ye which Diſh to chuſe firſt, ye little Rogue: And 
conſidering how delicious and coſtly all theſe Bleſſings 
are: How can ye call the Founder of em leſs than 
a God on Earth? | 
Enter Demipho at a diſtance, with Hegio, 
Cratine and Crito, 

Get. Our old Gentleman's juſt upon us: Mind your 
hits, the firſt Onſet will be the bloodieſt of all: If 
you bear the brunt of that, you may manage him as 
vou pleaſe afterwards. 

Dem. zo his Followers. ] Hark ye, my Friends. 
Was ever Man treated at ſuch a contemptuous rate as 
I? -——-, Your Opinion, Gentlemen? 

Set. The Man's in wrath. 

Phor. ſoftly. ] Hold your Tongue; *'S't! Ill 
rouſe him, I'll warrant ye. [ Very loud.] O wonder- 
ful! Does Demipho deny Phanie to be his Kinſwo- 
man ? Heavens bleſs us! What, deny his own 
| Kindred? 

i Get. He does, what then? | 

Dem. I think, yonder's our Antagoniſt. Keep 
cloſe Neighbours. 

Phor. aloud. } Doesn't he know who her Father 
was ? Get. No. | 

Phor. Nor yet Stilpho Neither? 

Get. No marry doesn't he? 

Phor. zloud.] Ay, becauſe ſhe had nothing left her, 
her Father's diſovyn d, and ſhe ſlighted. See what it 
is to be a covetous old Hunks. 

Get. You'd better be hang d, ye Dog, than call my 
Maſter covetous. [ ſeeming in a Paſſion. 

Dem. overhearing.] Abominable Impudence ! 
What is he come to call Whore firſt ? 

Phor. aloud. ] Now I can't blame the young Gen- 
tleman indeed, for not knowing Stilpho, cauſe he 
was an old poor Man, that lived by his Labour, and 
was for moſt part !th' Country, where he hired a 

| ſmall piece of Ground o my Father: The poor old 

Man has oft complain d to me bow ba/ely Demipho his 

C 3a | Kinſman 


— TOE : 
* — . , — 
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Kinſman had ſlighted him; but what a Man did he 
flight thus? Why one of the honeſteſt Men that ever 
wore a Head. 

ah See that he and you prove as good as ye pre- 
tend. 

Phor. You be hang'd: If I hadn't found him to be 
as I ſay, I would never have engag d our Family in 
ſuch terrible Feuds upon her account, who is now ſo 
ungenteely {lighted by your Maſter, 

Ger. What, ſtill abuſe my Maſter behind his back? 
Ye toul-mouth'd Varlet. 

Phor. *Tis no more than he deſerves. | 

Ger. Say ye ſo Jail-bird ? [Unbuttons bi; Col- 

lar, and clenches his Fiſt at him. 

Dem. coming nigher. | Geta ! 

Get. nor minding Demipho. ] Abominable Thief 
Damnable Cheat ! 

Phor ſoftly to Geta. ] Prithee give him an Anſwer, 

Get. turning about.] Who's that calls? — Oh! Sir, 

Dem. Don't Quarrel. 

Ger. This Varlet has been laying ſuch * things 
to your Wor ſhip's Charge, that none but this Scoun- 
dre] wou'd ha' been guilty of. | | 

Dem. Well, fay no moreon't=——[To Phormio.] 
But, hark ye, young Man, by your good leave I'd ask 
ye one civil Queſtion, if you pleale to give an Anſwer 
to't. Pray, who was this Friend of yours that you 
were talking of? Tell me plainly, and how near did 
he ſay he was related to me? 25 
1 Phor. Lou are tor pumping as tho you didn't know - 

m. | | 

Dem. I know him! I deny't, you that affirm it, 
prove it, and rub up my Memory. 

Phor, I warrant you don't know one of your own 
Fleſh and Blood, 

Dem. You make me ſtark mad: Can't ye tell me 
his Name ? 

Phor. His Name? with all my heart. [Stwudies, 
Dem, Why don't ye out with't then? 


hor, 
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P)hor. Pox on't, tis ſlipt out of my Head. F Softly 
Dem, What's that you Mutter? to Get. 
Phor. /oftly to Geta. ] If you remember the Name 
we mention d juſt now, prithee prompt me 
E to Demipho. ] Ha, ha, he. You ſhall 
ve none of the Name for me, as if you didn't know 
it already: You're upo' th' catch, I find. 

Here Phormio laughs, and ſpeaks as loud as he can, 
that Geta may tell him the Name, and Demipho 
not hear't. 

Dem. I ſcorn your Words. 

Get. ſoftly to Phormio. ] Stilpho, Stilpho. 

F Phor. The Name, Ha, ——ha—— he—But what 
care I? The Name's Stilpho. | 

Dem. Who, fay ye? | 

Phor. I ſay, Stilpho; as if you didn't know him. 

Dem. I'll take my Cor Oath I know no ſuch 

Man, nor was TI ever a- kin to any of that Name. 
Phor. Ist poſſible? ar'n't you aſham'd to ſay ſo? 

Had he left you a ſowſing Sum of Money 

Dem. The Devil take ye. 

Phoy.— You'd ha' been the firſt that ſhould ha 

trac'd him, and his Pedigree, from the Conqueror. 

Dem. Well, be it ſo: If I had undertaken it, I 

muſt have made it out which way ſhe was my Kinſ- 
woman: Therefore, Prithee do you the ſame: Tell 
me which way ſhe's related to me. 

Get. Faith well urg d, Sir-—-[ Aſide to Phormio. ] 

Look to your ſelf, my Friend. 

 Phor. I made it out as clear as the Sun in open 
Court, where twas to be done: If twere Forgery, 
why didn't your Son make it appear to be ſo? 
Dem. Tell not me of my Son; he behay'd himſelf 


- . worſe than a Changeling. 


Phor. But you, Sir, that are ſo wondrous wile, 
may go into Court, and procure a ſecond Hearing 
oth ſame Cauſe, ſince you play Rex here, and take 
upon ye the ſole Prerogative of having the Tame 
Cauſe try d twice over. | 


Dem, 
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Dem. Though I've been much abus'd in this buſi- 
neſs, yet rather than be plagu'd with-Law-Suits, and 
your impertinent Tongue, let her go for my Kinſ- 
woman, I'll give her a Portion as the Law requires. 
Here, take half a ſcore Pieces and away with her, 

| [Offers him Money. 
: A very pleaſant 


Phor, Haha he 


Man i' faith! 


Dem, What wou'd the Man have, don't I offer ve- 
ry fair? Can't I claim the Privilege of the Common 
Law ? 

Phor. Is it ſo, Sweet Sir? When you've made uſe 
of a Citizen's Daughter, does the Law allow ye to 


give her a Whore's Pay, and ſend her packing? Or 


doesn't it rather require ſhe ſhou'd be marry'd to the 
next of Kin, and keep to one Man, leſt want ſhou'd 
make her do that which might be a Scandal to her 
Quality? And you are againſt that, are ye? | 

Dem. Ay, ay, to that next of Kin, But what is 
ſhe a-kin to us ? or how, pray ? ; 

Phoy, Enough, enough: We needn't try it over a- 

ain. | 
: Dem. I don't deſign it: but I ſhall puſh hard till 
I've made an end on't. : 

Phor. You'd as good catch Butterflies. 

Dem. 1 ſay, I will do't. 

Phor. Belides, Sir, *tis none of your Concern: *Tis 
your Son is caſt, and not you: Your Dancing days 
were over long ago. 

Dem. Then you may ſuppoſe tis he that ſays all 
th's to ye; if not, I'll turn him and his Trull out of 
Doors. | | 

Get. Now his Back's up. [Alide, 

Phor. You'd be twice advis'd firſt. | 

Dem. You unlucky dog, are ye reſoly'd to do me 
all the Miſchief you're able? 


Phor. He's damnably afraid, tho' he does all he can 
to conceal it. 2 5 to Geta. 
Get. to Phor mio. ] Your deſign ſuc rarely. 


a 
7 
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Phoy. What, Can't ye endure with Patience what 
can't be cur d? Come, do like a Gentleman, that there 
may be a laſting Friendſhip between us! [Feering. 

Dem. Piſh! Do I care a Figg for your Friend/hip ? 
Or deſire to lee, or be acquainted with ſuch a Raſcal ? 

Phor. If you two can agree upon't, you'll have a 
Comfortreſs in your old Age: Pray conſider what 
time of day 'tis with ye, 

Dem. Pox; let her comfort thee; take her and the 


Devil to boot. | 


Phor. Good Sir, moderate your Paſſion. [ Feering. 

Dem. Mark this then, without any more ado : If 
you don't make all the haſt you can, and take away 
your Jilt, Ill thruſt her out by Head and Shoulders: 
That's the Word for all, Mr. X:ave. 

Phor. If ye offer her the leaſt Affront unworthy 
her Quality, I'll clap a ſwinging Action upon your 
back: That's the word for all, Mr. Alderman !— 
Hark ye, if they want mè, you'll find me at home, 
| | [ Afade to Geta. 
Set. foftly zo Phormio. ] Well enough. | 

| Exit Phormio. 

Dem. What a World of Care and Vexation has my 
Son brought me into, by entangling himſelf, as well 
as me, in this unlucky Match! Then I can't 
get one glimpſe of him, to know what he can ſay, 
or how he ſtands affected. Run in, Geta, and 
ſee whether he's come home or no. | 

Get. I will, Sir. Exit Geta. 

Dem. You ſee, Gentlemen, how the Caſe ſtands; 


| What had I beſt to do? Your Advice, Mr. Counſellor. 


| [ To Hegio. 
Heg. Meaning me Sir ? I think Mr. Cratine's 
the fitteſt Man to ſpeak firſt, if you pleaſe. 
Dem, Come on then. Mr. Cratine. | 
Cra. Who I, Sir? Dem. Yes you, Sir? 
Cra I'd willingly adviſe ye for the beſt; Jam of 
Opinion, Sir, that what your Son did in your abſence, 


fhould, in Right aud Reaſon, be null and void ipſo. 


facla; 
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facto; and the Law will allow it. [ Dixi. 

Dem. Now for you, Mr. Hegio. | 

Heg. J believe Mr. Cratine {poke as he thought; 
but as the ſaying is, So many Men, ſo many Minds, 
every. one as they like. In my Opinion, what the 
Law has once determin'd, ſhou'dn't be cancelled, and 
*Ewou'd be a Scandal to offer at ſuch a thing. 

Dem. Now for your Opinion, Mr. Crito. 

C-it, I defire time to conſider on't ; 'tis a weighty 
Affair. | | 

Heg. Ha'ye any farther occaſion for our Advice? 

Dem. You've made rare work on't, riaith, 
| Exeunt Hegio, Cratine and Crito. 

Dem. alone, looking after em.] So Im more to 
ſeek now than ever. | 

Euter Geta. 
E Get. They ſay, Sir, he isn't come back yet. 

Dem. Il even f ay till my Brother comes home; 
what Advice he gives in this caſe, that I'll! follow, 
I'll enquire at the Water-lide when they expect him, 

[ Exit Demipho. 
Geta alone. 

Get. And I'll go fee for Mr. Antipho, and let him 
know how Squares go. But look yonder, he comes 
in Pudding-time. | 

| Enter Antipho at 4 diſtance. 

Ant. to himſelf. ] In good troth, Antipho, thou 
and this taint Heart of thine are mightily to be 
blam'd: What, run away, and leave thy very Life 
and Soul to the Management of Deputies ? Cou'd(t 
think they'd take more care of thy buſineſs than thy 
ſelt? Let other Matters ha' gone how they wou'd, 
the dear Creature at home ought to ha* been look d 
after, for fear the poor Soul, that has lodg'd all her 
Hopes and Fortunes in thy Hands, ſhou'd for truſting 
to thy Promiſes, come to any Mifchief. 

Get. goes up to him.] Faith, Sir, we were juſt 
praying heartily for ye, but the wrong way, becauſe 
you ſlunk away and left us ſo fairly i' th lurch. 

An. "Twas thee I wanted, Geta, Get. 
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Get —But for all that, we didn't flinch an Ace. 
Ant. Prithee tell me in what poſture my Affairs 

ſtand, and what I have to truſt to: Does my Father 

know arty thing of the main buſineſs? 

Get. Not a bit. | 

Ant. Is there any Hopes then? 

Get. Indeed I can't tell 

Ant. Dear heart ! | 

Get. But Mr. Phedrie pleaded like a Counſeller 
for ye. 

Ant. He has been always very obliging. 

Get. Then for P,yrmio, in this, as in all other 
things, he has behav'd himſelf like a Hero. 

Ant. What did he do? 

Get. He quite out hector'd your Father, as huffing 
as he was. 

Ant. God- a- mercy Phormio, i faith. 

Get. And I alto did my beſt. 

Ant. hugging him.] Ah, honeſt Rogue! Faith I'm 
oblig'd to ye all. 

Get. The firſt Encounter was juſt as I tell ye; at 
preſent Matters go on very ſmoothly ; your Father, it 
ſeems, will let things reſt till your Uncle comes home. 

Ant. Why till then ? 
Get. He ſays, he'll be advis'd by him in this buſineſs. 

Ant. Ah Geta! How I dread his coming home, 

ſince I underſtand *tis his Sentence alone I muſt ſtand 
or fall by! 

Get. Look yonder's your Couſin Phedrie. 
Ant. Where? | 3 
Get. Look ye; he's juſt coming out piping hot 
from his old Sweating houſe. | 
Enter Phedrie and Dorio; Antipho and Geta 
move on one ſide, and obſerve em. 

Phe. Nay, good Dorio, hear me. 

Dor. The Devil I will. 

Phe. But one Word. 

Dor. Pox! don't teaze me ſo. 
Phe. Do but hear what I've to fay. 


es "nora 


Dor. I'm ſick with hearing the ſame thing a thou- 
ſand times over. 

Phe. But I have ſomething to offer that you'll be 
glad to hear of. 1 

Dor. Well, let's hear it then. 

Phe, Is't impoſſible for me to prevail upon ye to 
ſtay but three ſhort Days ?— ¶ Dorio is going off, and 
Phedrie holds him.] Whither ſo faſt, pray ? 

Dor. I'd ha' ſcor'd it up for a wonder, if you had 
made me any new Offer, 

Ant. to Geta N. Alas, I'm horribly afraid the Bawd 
is working himſelf no Good. 

Get. to Antipho. ] And ſo am I too. 

Phe. You won't believe me then. 

Dor. That's well guels'd, 

Phe. Suppoſe I paſs my Word? 

Dor. Meer Stuff! 

Phe. You'd ſay, twas one of the beſt Days-work 
you Cer made in your Life. 

Dor. Idle ee p 3 

Phe. Do but truſt me, and you fhan't repent it; 
you'll find it to be as I ſay. 

Dor. Silly Fancies. 

Phe. Good now try me, the Time isn't ſo long. 

Dor. Cuckoo — Cuckoo. 


Phe. Vou are my Relation, you are my Father, 


you are my Friend, you 

Dor. interrupting. ] Tattle on, tattle on. 

Phe. Are ye of ſuch a barbarous and inflexible na- 
ture that neither Pity nor Entreaty can mollify ye? 

Dor. And are you, Sir, ſo ſenſleſs and ſhameleſs, 
as to think your gay Words and fine Flouriſhes fhall 
chouſe me out of what's my own for nothing ? 

Ant. to Geta. ] Troth I'm ſorry for him. 

Phe, Alas, I'm convinc'd he's !'th* right on't [ Aſide 

Get. to Antipho. ] I think they bo 
to his proper Character. 

Phe. And muſt this Misfortune needs light upon 
me in a time when my Couſin Antipho is in hy oy 


* — — 


come up each 
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ame Trouble himſelf? [Ant. and Geta go up to em. 


Ant. to Phedrie.] Ha! Couſin, what's the matter? 
Phe. turning to him.] My Couſin Antipho's the 
happieſt Man alive, 
Ant. Who, 1 ? 
Phe. In having what you love in your own Cuſtody; 
not tormented ] ke me, with ſuch a Villain as this. 
Ant. In my Cuſtody, ſay ye?—Ay, indeed J have, 


as the laying is, AWolf by the Ears: How to part from 


her I know not, and how to keep her I can't tell, 
Dor. My very Caſe, by the Mackins. 
Ant. 0 Dorio. ] Courage Man, don't play the Bawd 
by halves. — [ zo Phedrie.] But prithee what has he 


-done ? 


Phe. That Raſcal!-- Why, Ike a hard-hearted wretch 
as he is, he has gone and {old my deareſt Pamphila. 

Get. How | Sold her? 

Ant. Sold her, fay ye? 

Dye. He has ſo. . 
Dor. A mighty buſineſs indeed, for a Man to make 
Money of his own Wares! | 
| Phe. I can't prevail upon him to ſtay but three 
Days for me, and break off the Bargain with him, 
till ſuch time as I ſhall receive the Money my Friends 
promis'd to lend me — ( To Dorio. ) If 1 don't pay it 
e then, you ſhan't ſtay a Minute longer for me. 

Dor. You'll crack my Brain-pan preſently. 

Ant. He deſires but a very little time, Dorio; pri- 
thee ben't ſo hard-hearted, the Favour ſhall be requited 
you double, take my Word for't. | 

Dor. Meer Shams. 

Ant. to Phedrie.] Can you ſuffer your Miſtreſs to 
be raviſh'd from this pleaſant Town? — (to Dorio) 
And can you ha? the heart to part ſuch fervent Lovers? 

Doy. That's neither my Fault, not yours. 

Ger. A Plague on thee for a Raſcal. [ Aſide 

Dor. Look ye; Many a Month have I born with 
you againſt the grain ; you've brought me nothing but 


Court- Promiſes, Crocodile's Tears, and a Beggar's 


Pure; 
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Purſe: Now, on the other hand, I've gotten a Chap- 


man that will pay me freely, without ſnivelling; | 


therefore, Sir, Cede Majoribus, I fay. 

Ant. In good earneſt, as I remember there was a 
Day ſet for my Gouſin to have her. | 

Phe. There was ſo. Dor. Do I deny it? 

Ant. Is that Day paſt then? | 

Dor. No, but another's Day came before it. 

Ant. Aren't ye aſham'd of your Knavery? 

Dor, Not as long as I can get by't, 

Get. Sordid Villain! 

Phe. Dorio, is that your conſcience now ? 

Dor. *Tisſo; if you like me, make uſe o' me. 

Ant. Why ſhou'd you cheat him thus? 

Dor. Rather i'faith, Mr. Antipho, *tis he cheats me; 
he knew well enough what I was, but I took him 
for another ſort of a Gentleman; ſo that he has de- 
ceived me: I am juſt for all the World as I us'd to be. 
But let that paſs; thus much I'll do: To morrow 
Morning the Captain fays he'll bring me the Money: 
Now, Mr. Phedrie, if you'll bring it firſt, I'll follow 
my own Rule, Firſt come, Firſt ſervd; and ſo good 
bye t'ye. | 8 

1 What ſhall I do now ?-—- Where ſhall poor I 
now, that am worſe than nothing, ſcrape up tuch a 
Sum at ſo ſhort a warning? If I cou'd but ha' got 
him to have ſtay'd three Days, the Money was pro- 
mis'd me by that time. ¶ Walks to and fro dejectedly. 


Ant. zo Geta. ] What, ſhall we leave our Friend in 
in ſuch a miſerable caſe, who but juſt now, as you told 


me, pleaded my Cauſe ſo handſomly ? Shan't we re- 
quite his Courtche in tire of need? 
Get. Tis but right and reaſon ve ſhould, I confeſs, 


Ant. Come on then; you are the Man that can 
keep his head above Water, 


Get. What wou'd ye ha' me do? 
Ant, Procure him the Money. 


Get. That I wou'd with all my Heart; but where 
V 
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Ant. My Father's at Home. 
Get. That I know, but what then? 
Ant. Pho! a word to the Wile is enough. 
Ger. Is it ſo, Sir? Ant. Yes, indeed. 
Get. Very pretty Council, faith! You may do't 
your ſelf if you pleaſe; ſhan't I come off with flying 
Colours, if I ſcape with a whole Skin upon your 
own account; but I muſt needs venture my Neck 5, 
upon his Account too ? bu! 
Ant. That's true I own. Inc 
Phe. What, Gera? Am I no. body wi'ye then? q 
Get. Not ſo neither: But is it nothing in your |! ,, 
Eſteem, that we've ſtirr'd up the old Gentleman's An- ti 
ger againſt us all, unleſs we provoke him again be- 
yond all hopes of Reconcilement? 
Phe. Shall my Rival carry away my deareſt beyond 
Sea, and I be the Spectator too? Ah Couſin, ( 
ſpeak with me while you may; take one farewell . 
Look before I leave ye. 2 
Ant. Why, Sir, what Crotchet comes in your || | 
Head now? Prithee tell me. 
Phe. I'll traverſe Sea and Land after her, or pe- 
Triſh in the Attempt; that I'm reſolv'd on. 
Get. A good Journey to ye, Sir; but ſoft and fair 
goes far. | 
ö Ant. Prithee, Geta, ſee if thou canſt help him a 
ittle. 
SGet. Help him, pray how ? 
Ant. Good now try however, for fear he do what 
may make us both repent, more or leſs, hereafter. 
Get. My Invention's upo' th Tenter-hooks — 
Studies.] He's out of danger, or I am miſtaken; 
but ſtill 'm afraid my poor Hide will Smart fort. 
Ant. Don't be afraid ; we'll ſtand and fall with 
thee upon all accounts. INE 
Get. to Phedrie. ] Well, how much Money d'ye 
want? Tell me. | 
Phe. Fourſcore Guineas or ſo : That's all. 
Get. Fourſcore Guineas! Whoop ! Whoop! ſhe's a 
plaguy dear bit, Mr, Phedrie. P he. 


Phe. No ſhe's an extraordinary Penny worth. 
= Get, Come, no more; you ſhall ha' the Money. 
Phe. hugging him.] Rare Rogue. 
Get. Come, let me alone. 

Phe, I want it juſt now. 
Ger. And you ſhall ha' it jz? now; but I ſhall want 
7 Phormio to {ſecond me i'th' Deſign. 
Phe. zo Geta.] Pray ſtep, and deſire him to be at 
home. 
Alt. He's ready, I warrant ye; lay what load you 
will upon him, he'll bear't: He's the only Man of a 
# thouſand that's true to his Friend. | 

Get. Let's away to him out of hand, 

Ant. Can ] do ye any Kindneſs in this matter? 
Geer. None at all. Pray go and comfort the poor 
Creature at home, I know ſhe's almoſt dead with Fear 
Why d'ye ſtay, Sir? 

Ant. J know nothing, I'd do with a more willing 
Mind. JE Exit Antipho. 
| Phe. How will ye go to work in this Bulineſs? 

Ger. I'll tell ye as we go along, therefore pray be 
moving. Exetnt Ambo. 


The End of the Third Act. 
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ACT IV. 
Demipho and Chremes. 


Dem. en- Ell, ha' ye diſpatch'd the Buſineſs yon 
tring.] went about to Leno, Brother? Have 


ye 3 your Daughter along with ye? 
Chr. No. | 
Dem. Why didn't ye? | 
Chr. After her Mother ſaw I made a longer Stay 
here than ordinary, and that the Girl's Age wouldn't 
admit of any farther Delays, ſhe and her own Fa- 


mily took Shipping, and (as I'm inform'd) came hi- 


| ther in ſearch after me. 
| N Dem» 


| — * * 
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Dem. When you heard of this, how came you to 
tarry ſo long behind 'em? _ 
Chr. Alas! I was ſick the time. | 
Dem. How came that? Of what Diſtemper? 
Chr. That's a Queſtion! Above Threcſcore is Di- 
ſtemper ſufficient. —— But the Maſter of the Ship 
that brought em over told me they're all landed ſafe. 
Dem. But. Brother, ha' ye heard of the ſhrewd 
Misfortune that hapned to my Son in my ablence? 
Chr. Ay truly; and'tis that has broke the Neck of 
all my Deſigns: For, ſhou'd I offer my Daughter in 
Marriage to a Stranger, I muſt tell the whole Story, 
How I came bj her, and by whom ; but you, I know, are 
as true to my Intereſt as I can be my ſelf. A Stran- 
ger, that wou'd be my Son in-Law, wou'd hold his 
Tongue, as long as we were cd Friends together; 
but if he once diſregarded me, ed know more by half 
than I'd have him. Then I'm horribly afraid the Bu- 
ſineſs ſhou'd come to my Wife's Ear; if it does, my 
only Remedy will be, to take up my Heels and be mar- 
ching : For, to ſpeak the Truth, I of the whole Fa- 
mily am the only Friend to my ſelf. 
Den. I'm ſenlible of it, Brother, and 'tis a great 
Trouble to me, but I'll leave no Stone unturn'd till 
I've prov'd my {elf as good as my Word. 
3 [They walk aſide. 
Enter Geta, at a diſtance. 
Get. to himſelf.] I neter ſet my eyes on a craftier 
Whores-bird than this Phermio in all my Life. I 
came to the Baſtard, to tell him that we wanted the 
Ready, and how we deſign'd to angle fort, and I had 
ſcarce open'd my Lips, but he knew my Meaning by 
my Gaping. He was tickled at the Fancy, clapt me 
ur on the Back for't, ask'd for the old Gentleman, and 
on his Marrow-bones thank'd the Gods a. thouſand 
times, for putting an Opportunity into his hands of 
ſhewing himſelf as much Mr. Phedrie's as he had been 
Mr. Antipho's Friend. I bid him wait for me at the 
Piaxxa, where I'd bring the old Cully to him. [See- 
ing 


b 
1 
f 
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ing Demipho.] Look, there he is! But who's 
that looking o'er his left Shoulder? —-O the Devil! 
Mr. Phedrie's Yather? Piſh! What a Brute am I to 
be afraid of that? Is't cauſe thou haſt caught two 
Woodcocks 1i'th' Spring, inſtead of one? — I'm ſure 
tis ſafeſt to have two Strings to one's Bow.----T'!] try 
to get it of him I firſt deſign'd; if he anſwers my Ex- 
pectation, well; if not, then have at the New-comer. 
Enter Antipho at another part of the 
Stage, obſerving che veſt. | 

Ant. to himſelf. | I look every minute for this Geta's 
coming back. Hah! yonder's my Uncle with 
my Father, laying their Heads together. Sdeath! 
how I dread what deſigns his coming will put my Fa- 
ther upon. 

Get. aſide.] Il go to em Goes to that part 
of the Stage were Demipho and Chremes are.] What, 
my Maſter Chremes! 

Chr. Honeſt Geta, how 1st? 

Get. You're heartily welcome home, Sir. 

Chr. I thank you. 

Get. How goes the World with you, Sir? 

Chr. Much at one; upon my Arrival here, I find 
a great many Alterations, as I uſed to do. 

Ger. So; then you've heard of Mr. Antipho's Buſi- 
neſs, I ſuppoſe. 

Chr. All, all. | 

Get. to Demipho.] What, did you tell him, Sir? 
Wasn't it an abominable thing to be ſo put 
upon, Mr. Chremes ? 

Dem. *T wasthat Point he and I were juſt diſcour- 
ſing en. 

Get. In troth, Sir, I've been x va 3g upon the 


lame thing, and fancy I've thought of an Expedient. 


Dem, haſftiy.] How Geta! what Expedient ? 
Ger. Juſt as I parted from you, by chance who ſhould 
I meet with but PHor mio? +, 
Chr. Who, Phormio? | 
Get. Yes; he that is the young Woman's 
Chr. Oh, I know him. N 2 Get, 
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Get. The Toy came into my Head to feel his Pulſe | 

a little: I took him aſide, Prithee, Phormio (faid 1 
hadn't ye better make an end of this Quarrel by fair he. 
means, rather than foul? My Maſter's a free hearted x 
Gentleman, and one that hates Law; but i faith if he had ® . 
raken all his Friends advice, he'd have kick'd her to the um 
Devil before this time, [Antipho behind, over- 2 
hearing, What does the Rogue mean; what wou'd 4 
5e 

N * 

YN 

I. 

P 


he be at? 4 
Get. I'll warrant ye, you think the Law can 
rake hold of him for that: Piſh ! We've had Council upon 
the Buſineſs already; and, take my Word for't, if yo 
once begin a Suit with this Gentleman e has 
His Tongue ſo well hung, he'll make you ſmoak fort. But 
ſuppoſe he be caſt, tis no hanging matter, and a little 
Money will put all to rights again. After this Diſ- 
_ courſe, I found my Gentleman took down a Peg low- | * 
er: Here's only you and my ſelf (continued I) prithee, | 7 
good Boy, tell me what you demand down, to ſecure my 
Maſter from hearing any more of this Buſmeſs, io 
take the Girl off our Hands, and to plague us no far- 
ther 
Ant. What, has Old Nick bewitch'd the Fellow? 
| beef this, if 15 [ Afrde, 
Get. I'm ſure of this, if you will but e an 
thing that's juſt and reaſonable, he's ſuch a Foul Gen. 
tleman, there won't be two Words between ye. 
Dem. Who gave you commiſſion to fay all this? 
Chr. Pho! he cou'dn't have ſpoken better to bring 
our Deſign about. 
Ant. All's loſt. | [ Aſide, 
Chr, On with your Story. 
Get. At firſt he talk'd like a Madman. 
Chr. Why, what did he ask? 
Set. What? The Devil and all; ev'n what his wild 
Fancy pleas'd. 255 | 
Chr. Let's hear tho. 2 | 
Get. He talk'd of two or three hundred Guineas. + 
Chr. As many Devils take him: What, has he no 
Conſcience? | Get. 
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s Get. Itœd him as much my ſelf. Good now (ſaid 1) 

s /:ppoſe he had a Daughter of his own to marry, wou'd 
be give any more ? He's butt littie the better I find {or 
having none, ſiuce one is clapt on his Rack he muſt give 
4 Portion to. To be ſhort, omitting his idle Imper- 
tinencics, at laſt he comes to this Concluſion: Ie 
ad a mind ({aid he) from the very firſt, to marry my 
3 Friend's Daughter, which was u wore than Rea on 
required; for I foreſaw the Trouble the Girl would be 
fut to, &y marrying into à rich Family; he being poor, 
world be made à Slave, not a Wiſe. Bac, to ve plate 
with ye, I want a IWife with alte Money, to pay off 
my Delts; nov, ij Mr. Demipho will gice ns large n 
Portion with her as Pm like to have with one I Al. 
ready engaged io, Ill chtiſt her before any Woman alive, 

Ant. A- body don't know what to make on't, 
whether it be Foolery or Knavery, or whether the 
Man is ſilly or Wiltul. Aldi. 

Dem. What, if he has pawn'd his Soul, muſt we 
redeem it? 

Get. I've mortgaged (continued he) a Piece of 
Grommd for 25 Pounds „ 

Dem. Well, well, let him take her, I'll pay the 
Money. | 

Get. And an old Houſe or two for as much moro. 

Dem. Pox on him, that's too much by half. [ angrily. 

Chr. Make no Noiſe then, he ſhall have as much 
as that of me. 

Get. Then (quoth he) my Wife muſt have a Maid, 
more Houfhold-ſiuff muſt be benght, and a good (rod 
ſome Wedding reps : Theſe Things pit all together, 
will come 10 25 Pounds more. 

Lem. He ſhall clap ſix hundred Actions upon my 
Back firſt, I'll not part with a Groat : Shall the pal- 
try Raſcal make a Property of me? 

| [alls about in à Paſſion. 

Chr. Good Brother, be pacify'd, I'll lay down the 
Money, get you but your Son in the Mood to marry 
the Woman we'd have him. . 

- N 3 | Ant. 
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Ant. Alas for me! Ah Gera! thy Treacheries have 
undone me. | [Ade 
Chr. Tis upon my Account ſhe's turn'd out, and 


tis but rea ſon T ſhould pay the Coſts and Charges. 


Get. Let me know (ſaid he) their Minds as ſoon as 


ye can, whether they deſign to let me have her or no, 
that I may get clear of the other, and know what to 


zruſt to, for the other Girl's Friends are fully deſign'd 1 


this very Day to lay me down the Portion. 


Chr. He ſhail have it immediately, let him break : 


off that Match, and take this Girl. 


Dem. And the Devil take him into the Bargain, 


Chr. I've very luckily brought with me the Rent 
of my Witc's Fam at Lemno: Lil take that, and 
tell my Wife you had an Occaſion to Forrow it. 

[Exexnt Chremes and Demipho. 
Antipho comes up to Geta, 

Aut. Hark ye, Mr. Roguc! 

Get, Ha, Sir. | 

Ant. D'ye know what you ha' been doing? 

Get. Yes; nabb'd both * old Fools of their Mo- 
ney. | 

Ant. Is that enough think ye? | 

Get. Faith, Sir, I can't tell, twas as much as you 
arder'd me. | 

Ant, Dog! Are ye at croſs Queſtions with me? 


[Kicks him. 


Get. What d'ye mean, Sir? 

Ant, Why, your Rogueſhip has brought Matters 
to that fine pals, that now I may go hang my ſelf. 
To make an Example of thee to all Villains, Hea- 
ven, Hell and Earth confound thee. If you want 
any thing to be well done, I'll recommend ye to my 


rr 


Spark here. What occaſion had you to rip up 


the old Sore, and bring my Dear's Name into Que- 
ſtion? You've poſſeſsd my Father with new hopes 
of turning her off : And, ſweet Sir, ſuppoſing Phor- 
mio ſhould accept o'th* Portion, he muſt marry her 
then to be ſure. And what will become of me then? 

Get. 


ES AD Pee” 
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Get. He'll be hang'd before he marries her. 

Ant, I believe ſo : But when they come to de- 
mand their Money back again, heil father chuſe to 
go to Jail than betray us, 1 warrant ye. ¶ Scornfuliy. 

Get. All Stories may be the worſe for telling: 
The beſt part oꝰ this you're left out, and only men- 
tion d the worſt, Now pray hear mine: If he re- 
ceives the Portion, he's oblig d to marry her as you 
ſay; I own: But then there muſt be time allow'd 
for getting things ready for the Wedding. for invi- 
ting of Gueſts, and for the offering of his Obzations: 
The mean time Mr. Phedrie's Friends Will procure 
him the Money they promis'd him, and out of 
this way Ehor mio refund to the old Gentleman. 

Ant. Why ſo? Or what pretence con he make? 

Get. Pretence! O he has a thouſand in his Budget. 
Wat Prodigies wave Ihen (may he pretend) att we 
made the Bargain? There came a ſtrange birch Deg 
yelfping into my Houſe ; A fling Dragon care don i 
the Water-Sp:ut ; my [peckted Hen erow'd ; the Prieit 
forbad it, aud the cunning Man charg'd me to medille 
with no new Bu{:ne's till Winter, Theſe are as good 
Pretences as any i'th' World. Thus ſtall things be 
order'd. 

Ant. Provided they were ſo — wy 

Get. So they fi.ail, take my word for'r.----- -But, 
here comes your Father, withdraw, and tell Mr, 
Fhedrie the Money's our oven, [Exit Antipho. 
Enter, at another part of the Stage, Demipho 

with a Bag cf Money, and Chremes. 

Dem. entring.] Be content, I ſay, I' take care he 
ſhan't cheat us: II not part with a Croſs to day, 
but upon ſure Grounds, and before ſufficient Witne {+ 
ſes to teſtify to whom, and for what I deliver it. 

Get. overhearing.] How cautious our Sir Solomon 
is where there's no need ont! Hide. 

Chr. Troth, and ſo you had need, Brother: But 
make haſte, whilſt the Fit is upon him. If the other 
Woman ſhcu'd chance to be before- hand with us, he 
may throw us off perhaps. N 4 Ger. 
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Get. You are i'th'right on't. 
Dem. Bring me to him, Gera. 
Get. I am ready, Sir, 

Chr. When you ve diſfatch'd that, ſtep over to my 
Wife, and defire her to have ſome diſcourſe with the 
Girl before we pack her off, that ſhe may tell her, She | 
has no cauſe to J. angry that wed have her married 1b 


Phormio, ſince he's the fitter Match, being intimately L 


acquainted with her: And that we Lavin t done contrary © 
to our Duty, vecariſe we have given him as good a Por- 
tion as he deſtred. 4 

Dem. Pſ; aw! what a-duce 1s all this to you? 

Chr. O, a great deal, Brother. 4 

Dem. Isn't enough for you to do your Duty unleſs Þ 
all the World commend ye fort? _ 

Chr. I'd willingly have her conſent tho”, that ſhe 
might not pretend ſhe was turn'd out o' doors. 

Dem. I can tell her all this my ſelf. 

Cr. But 'rwill come better from a Woman, tho”. 

Dem. III call upo' your Wife then. 

Exit Demipho and Geta, 
Chremes alone. 
I'm thinking now what corner o'th' Town to beat 
up for theſe Women of Lemno. 

To him enter Sophrona out of Demipho's Hou. 
Soph. to her ſelf.] What ſhall I do? What | 
Friend f}all I make uſe of, poor Fool that I am? |} 
Whom fall I truſt with a Secret of ſo great Impor- 
tance? Or where ſhall I look out for Ailiſtance ?----- 
I'm ſtrangely afraid my poor Miſtreſs will be baſely 
dealt withal for following my Counſel, for I hear the 
young Gentleman's Father takes it very heinouſly. 

Chr. What diſconſolate old Creature's that w ich 
eomes from my Brother's? LAſide. 

Soph. zo her ſelf.] Tw¾as nothing but Poverty that 
forc'd me to do what I did; tho' I knew the Match 
was ſcarce good in Law, yet Iadvis'd her to't merry 
to avoid ſtarving. 

Chr. In good truth, if I ben't mightily out o 2 

Sue 
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gueſs, and if my Eye-fight don't deceive me, tis my 


Daughter's Nurſe. [ Aſrde. 
Soph. to her ſelf.) Nor can we as yet 
Chr, What had I beſt do 'th' Caſe? [ A/rde. 


Soph. 70 her ſelf.] Find out her Father. 

Chr. Had I belt go to her, or tarry here, and pick 
ſomething out of her Diſcourſe? [ A/rde. 

Soph. 70 her ſelf.] If I cou'd find him out, my fear 
wou'd be over, 4 

Chr. *Tis ſhe for certain------I'll go talk to her. 

{ A/ide, 

Soph. Whoſe Voice is that, trow ? 

Chr. Nurſe Sophrona 

Soph. And calls me too! 

Chr. Look this way a little. 

; Soph. tarning.] Mercy o' my Soul! Mr. Srilph 
ere? | 

Chr, No. inbing on her. 

Soph, What, deny your own Name ? 

Chr. Prithee Nurſe, come alittle this way from that 
Door; and not a word more of Stilpho. | Sofely. 
Soph. No, Sir; and like your Worſhip, arn't you 
he you always ſaid you were? | | 

. St, 'S't. [ Going from his own Door. 

Soph. W hat? I hope, Sir, you arn't afraid of this 
Door. 

Chr. No; But I've a mad Woman there in a Cage: 
And J formerly gave my felt a Nick-name for tear 
ſome of you ſhould indiſcreetly blab it about, and per- 
haps my Wife ſhou'd ſmell a Rat. | 

Soph, And troth that's the reaſon that we poor 
Souls cou'd never hear any Tale or Tidings of ye in 
Town. 


Chr. Prithee tell me what Buſineſs you had at that 
Houle you came out of? And where ha' you left your 
Miſtreſſes? | | | 

_ Soph. A-lack-a-day . [ Sighting. 
Chr, Hah! What's the. Matter? They arn't dead 1 
hope A | 


N 5 Sof. 
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Soph. Your e ee isalive; but the poor Creature 
her Mother broke her Heart with Grief. [ Meeps. 

Chr. That's bad News, indeed. 

Soph. But I, a forlorn poor old Woman, married 
your Daughter as well as I cou'd, to the young Gentle- 
man of that Houſe. | 

Chr. What to Antipho? 

Soph. Yes, Sir, to him. 4 

Chr. How! Has he got two Wives then? [angrily. |: 

Soph. How ſo, I beſeech ye? He never married an 
other but this. '» 

Chr. What's become of her that went for his Kinſ- 
woman? | "4 

Soth. Your Daughter, Sir's the Perſon, 

Chr. How ! 

Soph, Twas only a contrivance of ours, that ſince 
he lov'd her, he might marry her without a Portion. 

Chr. Bleſs me! How often do things fall out by 
chance, which we have not the heart to wiſh for! Upo? 
my coming home, I've found my Daughter ſettled 
with the Perſon I deſir'd, and juſt as T wiſh'd. The 
very thing my Brother and I aim'd at, this old Wo- 
man, without any care of ours, has moſt carefully 
hit on. [Aſide. 

Soph. Now, Sir, you had beſt ſee what's to be done 
''th' caſe, the young Gentleman's Father is now come 
home, who, they ſay, highly reſents the arable, 

Chr. interrupting. | All's ſafe enough. But 
i'th' Name of Goodneſs, I conjure ye not to let any 
hving Soul know ſhe's mine. 

So pi. Not from me, Sir. 

Chr. Come along, ye ſhall hear all within, | 

| Exeunt Ambo. 


The End of the Fourth Act. 


Act 
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A CTY. 
Demipho ad Geta. 


Dem. E can blame none but our ſelves, for 
Knaves thriving in their Knavery ; for 
we muſt, for ſooth, affect to be thought genteel and ge- 
nerous: But we ſhou'dn't have out- run the Conſtable, 
as the . We cou'dn't be content to be cheat- 
ed by him, but we muſt freely throw the Raſcal a 
good lump of Money into the bargain, for him to live 
on till he can play us ſuch another Dog trick. 

Get. Nothing more certain 

Dem. Now a-days none are rewarded more than 
ſuch Rogues as wou'd purtwade ye black's white. 

Get. Nothing more ſure. 

Dem. How likea couple of Fools we manag'd our 
buſineſs with this Raſcal ! 

Get. Tis manag'd well enough, provided he keeps 
to his word, and marries her. 

Dem. |s there any danger of that now? 

Ger. Faith, Sir, he's ſuch a wavering fort of a Fel- 
low, that I can't tell but he may recant. 

Dem. The Devil! He recant? 

Get, That I can't tell, Sir; Ionly ſuppoſe ſuch a 
thing. 

- Ido as my Brother wou'd ha' me; ſtep and 
bring his Wife to talk with the young Woman- ---- 
Do you, Geta, go in and acquaint the Girl of her com- 
ing. Exit. Demipho. 

Geta alone. 


We've coin'd Money for Mr. Phedrie: The old 
Gentlemen are as quiet as Lambs: Care is taken that 
Phanie ſban't ſtir a Foot out of our Houſe for the 
5 what next, Friend Geta? What's to 


e done now ?--------Thou art as deep in the Dirt as 
ever; and Tinker like, in mending one Hole, haſt 
made two - Tis true, there is a ſound di ub- 

bing 
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bing put off for a day or two longer; but i'faith thou 
wilt receive it, and with Intereſt too, if thou doſt not 
look about thee--------Well,” I'll go home and teach 


Phanie her Leſſon, that ſhe mayn't be ſurpriz'd at 
Phormio's Behaviour, or Nauſiſtrata's Diſcourſe. 
Exit Geta, and ns he goes off, Enter Demipho 
leading in Nauſiſtrata. 

Dem. entring. ]----------Come on then; and pray, 
Madam, make uſe of your fine Knack of Speaking 
now, that the Girl mayn't think hardly of us, but 
be brought to do what we'd have her freely and wil- 
lingly. 

. So I will, Brother. 

Dem. Let your Endeavours be as ſerviceable to me 
now, as before your Purſe was. 

Naz. I ſhould be glad to pleaſure ye; but in troth, 
Brother, 'tis all long of my naughty Man's careleſ- 
neſs that I can't do ſo handſomely as I wou'd. 

Dem, How ſo, pray? 

Nau. Why, in troth he doesn't manage the 
Filate my Father left me worth a Farthing; for he 
conſtantly made nigh Four Hundred Pounds a Year 
of his Land--------Bleſs me! to ſee the difference of 
Men. | 

Dem. Nigh Four Hundred Pounds a Year, fay ye? 


Nau. Yes indeed, when things were at a lower rate 


by far than now. 
Dem, Very ſtrange! 
Naz. You wonder at it I warrant ye? 
Dem. Ay, and I can't forbear. 
Nau. Wou'd I had been a Man for his fake, I'd ha' 


ſhewn him. | 


Dem, Ay, ay, ſo you would. [Feeringly, 


Nau. How I would have 

Dem. interrupting.] Spare your ſelf, good Siſter, to 
encounter the young Woman; perhaps ſhe'll be too 
hard for ye at your own Weapon elſe, 


Nan. VI! be rul'd by ye—----But here comes my 


good Man from your Houle, 


Euter 
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Enter Chremes, goes up to Demipho, nor ſeeing 

his Wife. | 

Chr. Ho! Brother, have ye paid away the Money 
yet, or no? 

Dem. I did that preſently. 

Chr. I wiſh you hadn't [Sees Nauſiſtrata 
and ſtarts.) *S'death, my Wife! I had like to have 
ſaid too much. [ Aſide, 
Dem. Why d'ye wiſh I hadn't, Brother? 

Chr. Nothing, all's well. 

Dem. But hark ye, did ye tell the young Woman 
1 what account your Wife Was coming to 

er? 

Chr. Every bit on't. 

Dem. Well, and what ſays ſhe? 

Chr. She can't be perſwaded to't. 

Dem, Why can't ſhe, tho'? 

Chr. Becauſe of the Love that is between 'em. 

Dem. Piſh! What's that to us? 

Chr. O, very much: ——Befides, I've found her 

to be our real Kinſwoman. 
Dem. How! are you mad too? 

Chr. You'll find it ſo as] ſay: I dont ſpeak but 
upon good Grounds, pray recolleQ your a 'A 

ttle 
Dem. Certainly you are mad. ve 

Nau. Good Brother Demipho, you won wrong 
your Kinſwoman, will ye? | 

Dem. She's none of mine. E I 

Chr. Don't ſay ſo; her father has another Name, 
and that bred your miſtake. 

Dem. What! Didn't ſhe know her Own ware? 

Chr. Yes, marry did ſhe. 

Dem. Why didn't he call himſelf by his own 
Name then? 

Chr. Will ye neither believe, nor underſtand we? 

LA. de to Demipho. 

Dem. How oud I, if you won't tell me 

Cr. You'll all. | (Winks on him. 

Nau. 


the Door? 
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Nau. I can't imagine what the buſineſs ſhould be. 
Dem. Faith, nor I. | 
Chr. Muſt ye needs know all? As I hope for 
wah there's none fo nigh a-kin to her as you 
and I, 

Dem. Bleſs my Soul! Let's all go in together; 
I'll know ſomething or nothing of her. 

Chr. Hold! | 

Dem. What's the Matter ? 

Chr. Have I got ſo little Credit with you, Bro- 
ther? | 

Dem. Wou'd ye have me credit you without 
ſearching any further into the Buſineſs ? Well, 
be it fo then: But how will ye beſtow your Friend's 
Daughter the while? 

Chr. She'll do well enough. 
Dem. Muſt we turn her off then? 

Chr. Why not? 

Dem. And keep this Creature here? 

Chr. Yes, 

Dem. Well, Siſter, you may go home again, if 
you pleaſe. | 
Nau. Troth, I think 'tis much the better way 
to keep her ill, than part with her; for when I 
firſt aw her, ſhe look d very much like a Gentle- 
woman. | [ Exit Nauſiſtrata. 
Dem. Now what's all this buſineſs? 3 
Chr. looking after Nauſiſtrata.] Has ſhe ſhut too 


1 | Fearfully. 
[IC em... CS. 


Chr. Wonderful! The beſt Luck in the World. I 
find tis my own Daughter that's Married to your 
Dem. Hah! Is't poſſible? | | 
Chr. This is no ſafe place to tell ye. 
Dem. Step into my Houſe then. 
Cbr. But hark ye, I wou'dn't have ſo much as 
the two Boys know any thing of this. | | 
F | [Exeunt Ambo. 
| | Erter, 
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Enter, at another part of the Stage, Antipho alone. 

Let my own Concerns go as they will, yet tis a 
Comfort to me that matters go ſo well with my 
Couſin. *Tis a piece of Art for a Man to rule his 
Appetite ſo, that a ſmall Matter ſhall ſatisfie him 
when his Fortune is at the loweſt Ebb. No ſooner 
had my Couſin Phedrie receiv'd the Money, but his 
Cares are over, for my part I know no way to free 
my ſelf from mine. If this buſineſs be conceal'd, 
I ſhall be always in fear; if difcover'd, Infamy will 
be my reward. I cou'dn't ha' the Heart to 
go home, if I hadn't ſome ſmall Hopes of enjoyin 
my dear Phanie till. But where ſhall 
meet with Geta, to know of him what may be 


the moſt convenient time of ſhewing my {elf to my 
Father? 


Enter Phormio at a diſtance, . 
Phor. 20 himſelf.] I've receiv'd the Caſh, paid off 
the Bawd, brought away the Wench, and taken 
care that Phedrie ſhou'd now enjoy her as his own, 
ſince ſhe's now out of her Slavery. Pve one 
thing ſtill in hand which muſt be diſpatch'd, that 
is, to get leave of theſe Curmudgeons to go and tope 
it a little, for I have cut out a few odd days for my 
own diverſion. ORs wad > 
Ant. Look, here's Phormio.- ———-W hat ſay'ſt? 
Phor. What, Sir? e 941712011 
Ant. What's my Couſin Phedrie about? Does he 
pretend to play the Epicure in Love? 
Phor. He's going in his turn to act your part now. 
Ant. Prithee, what part? | 
Phor. Of keeping out of his old Daddy's Clutches, 
and he begs you'd act his, and plead his Cauſe for 
him; for he and Iare to ſing old Roſe together. 
—— I am going to tell the old Gentlemen, that I am 
bound for Sunio Fair, to buy the little Slave Geta 
told em of. That ſo when they ſee I'm not in 
Town, they mayn't imagine I make their Money 
fly, — But your Door goes there. . 


At. 


I — 


without doubt you are the Darling of the Skies. 
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Ant. Prithee, ſee who comes out ? 
Phoy. Tis Geta, 
Enter Geta Joe Demipho's in great haft, 
with a Cloak in his Hand, 


Get. ro himſelf.) Thou bleſſed, bleſſed Fortune, 
how much is my Maſter Antipho oblig'd to thee for 


this Day's Work. 


Ant. to Phormio.] What does the Fellow mean? 

Get. 10 himſelf.) And out of how many cold Fits 
haſt thou freed us that are his Friends? But 
why do I loyter, and not clap on my Cloak? Why 
don't I run to find him out, and let him know how 
things have happen'd? | 

Puts on his ſhort Cloak and ſtruts about. 

Ant. D'ye underſtand what he fays? 

Phor. Do you, Sir? 

Ant, Not a word. 

Phor. Nor I neither. 


Get. to himſelf.) I'll go to old Dorio's, for there 


| to be ſure they are. Going off. 


Ant. Soho, Geta ! x 

Get. Soho to you too. Tisn't ſtrange nor new 
for a Man o' my quality to be interrupted i'th' mid- 
dle of his Journey. 

Ant. Why, Geta! | 
Get. Faith he keeps his pace for all that. Your 
Impertinence ſhall never bring me back. 
© Ant. Won't ye ſtay then? 
Ger. Sirrah you ſhall be kick'd-------Some fawcy 
Scullion or other that calls me thus.  _[dfade. 

Ant. You ſhall be ſerved the fame ſawce, if ye 
don't ſtay, ye Dog. eee 
Set. This muſt be one that knows me very well, 
that is ſo free of his compliments. [Turning about. 


But isn't it he I want?------ "Tis he. 


Phor. ro Antipho.] Step up to him preſently. 
Ant. goes to Geta.] What's the News with you? 
Set, O, Sir! The happieſt Man this day alive ! 


Ant. 
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Ant. So I would be, and would have ye give me 
ſome reaſon to believe ſo. | 

Ger. Isn't it enough if I plunge ye over Head and 
Fars in Joy? | 

Ant, You kill me with Impertinence. 

Phor. Hang your Preambles, and ſay what you've 
to ſay quickly. 

Get, Oh! — Art thou here, old Rock? 

Phor. Ves: but why this fooling ? 

Get. Obſerve then: Hem! hem! As ſoon as 
we gave you tne money at the Piazza, we went 
ſtrait home. [Io Phormio. | ----- In the way home 
my Maſter ſent me to your Lady. {| To Antipho. 

Ant, For what ? 

Get. Nay, there I leave ye: That's nothing to 
our buſineſs, Sir. ----- Juſt as J was going into her 
Apartment, her Boy Mida runs up to me, catches 
me hold by the Cloak, and pulls me back. I turned 
about, and ask'd him what he meant; he told me 
no body muſt come nigh his Miſtreſs ; that Sophrona 
juſt now brought Mr. Demipho's Brother, Mr. Chre- 
mes; and that there they were all together. At 
that word, I ſteals me up to the Door a Tip-toe, I 
went and ſtood clofe up to't, held my Breath, laid 
my Ear to the Key-hole, and very attentively liſtned 
to their Diſcourſe, thus. She wing how. 

Ant. O brave Geta ! 

Get. There did I hear the pleaſanteſt Story in the 
World, that before George I cou'd hardly forbear 
huzzaing there. 

Phor. For what ? 

Ger. For what d'ye think? 

Ant, I can't gueſs. ELL 

Get. And ſuch a prodigious wonderful Paſſage 
too. lid, your Uncle is found to be your 
Spouſe's own Father. | 

Ant. Hah! What's that? | 

Get. He had formerly ſome private Acquaintance 
with her Mother at Lemno. 15 785 2 
Por 
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Phor. Meer Dreams! How came the not to know 


- her own Father then ? 


Get. You may ſuppoſe there was 2 Reaſon for 
that: But d'ye think I that was without Doors, 
cou'd underſtand ev'ry word that was ſpoke within? 

Phor. Faith, now I think on't, there was ſome 
fuch flying Report. 

Get, I'll give ye ſome further Provf.-----Whilſt 
I ftood liſt' ning, out goes your Uncle, and pre- 
ſently after brought your Father in along with 
him; and both ſaid you might keep her and wel- 
come. In ſhort, they've ſent me to look for ye, 
and bring ye to em. 

Ant. throws his Arms about Geta's Neck.) Bleſs 
my Soul! away with me in a moment: ---- Are ye 
mad to ſtay ? | 

Get. I'Il do't, 2s I'm a living Man. 

Ant. Dear Rogue, Phormio, farewel. 

Phor. Adicu, adieu, Sir. 

Exit Geta, carrying off Antipho. 

| Phormio alone. 1 5 

Let me die, if this ben't a lucky hit. I am glad 
with all my heart they ve met with ſuch good For- 
tune, and ſo unexpectedly too. Faith now I've an 
excellent Opportunity of bubbling both the old Fel- 
lows, and of taking the Money-care off Phedrie's 
Hands : So that he needn't be beholding to any of 
his Friends for't : For the ſame Money I ſqueezed 
from theſe old Grires, ſhall go for Phedrie's uſe : 
And e'gad I've found out a way will do it effectu- 
ally : I muſt get me a new ſtarely Gate, and a fine 
ſet Countenance. But I'll ſtep into the next 
blind Alley, and pop out upon em as ſoon as they 
or ; for now I'm not for Sunio Fair, as I pre- 
t 


| [He retires to one ſide of the Stage. 
Enter Demipho and Chremes. 

Dem. entring.] I bleſs my Stars withall my Heart, 
for the good Luck my buſineſs has met with. in 
| | ut 
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But let us make what haſte we can to Phormio, that 
we may recover our Money, before he makes it all 
go to wreck. 

Phor. comes from his covert, ſpeaks to himſelf, 
meets Demipho, then ſtarts.) I'll go and ſee whe- 
ther Mr. Demipho be at home, that I may---- 

Dem. We we.e coming to you, Mr. Phormio, 

Por. Upo' th' old buſineſs, I warrant. 

Dem. Yes, truly. | 

7/cr. So I thought; but what need of that? A 
good Jeſt in troth. What, were ye afraid I ſhou'd 
not ſtand to what I faid ? Hark ye, Gentlemen, tho” 
am but a poor Fellow, I always took care to be a 
Man of my Word. | 

Chr. to Demixho.] Isn't ſhe a well-bred Gul, as 
I tcid ye? | 

Den. Yes, indced. _ 

Thor. For that reaſon l'm come on purpoſe to 
tell ye, Sir, that J am ready, and you may give her 
away as ſoon as you pleaſe; for I've thrown off all 
my other bufirels; as *twas reaſon I ſhould, when 
1 iaw that you, Gentlemen, were ſo cager upon this. 

Dem. But my Brother here adviics me to the 
contrary : For (ſays he) by doing this, 2 become 
the common Town-talk ; when you might 
away with ſome Credit, then you wou dut: And 


'rwou'd be a Scandal to turn her off now ſhe's married 


to your Son. In fine, he uſed almoſt the ſame Rea- 


ſons you urg'd juſt now againſt me. 


Phor. Marry come up, how merry you are upon 
me! 

Dem. How fo ? 

Por. How fo quoth a“? Why, now I can never 
marry the t'other. With what Face, think ye, can 
I go again to her I juſt now ſo baſely turn'd off ? 

Chr. aſide ro Demipho.] Tell him, you find that 
Antipho won't endure to part with her. 

Dem. Beſides, I find that Antipho won't endure 
to part with her,-----Therefore, good Phormio, let 


me 


ha put her 


——N“ ——— ũ— — OU—U—U— — 


— 


a. 
—— — — 
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in this Town, whoſe Husband had 
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me deſire ye to ſtep to the Banker's, and order tlie 


Money to be paid me back again, 

Phor. What? when I've juſt paid it away to my 
Creditors ? 
Dem. aſide to Chiemes.)} What ſhall we do now ? 

Phor. If you'll let me have the Woman accord- 
ing to promiſe, ſo be it; if you deſign to keep her 
Perſon, I'il keep her Portion, Mr. Demipho: For 
there's no reaſon I ſhou'd be fobb'd by ye for your 
Pleaſure only, fince to ſave your Credit I threw off 


another that would have had as good a Portion to 


2 Farthing. 


Dem. Old Nick take thee with thy Rhodomon- 


tades, for a Rogue as thou art; I warrant, you think 
S 9 


I don't know y cu or your damn'd Tricks either. 


Phor, This puts me beyond all Patience. 

Dem. Why, would you marry her if ſhe were 
proffer d to ye? | 

Phor. Try me, try me. 

Dem. That ſo my Son might bed and board 
with her at your Houſe: Was that your Plot? 

Phor. Ha! what's that you fay ? 

Dem. I ſay, give me my Money. 

Phor. And I ſay, give me my Wife. 

Dem. Come before a Juſtice of Peace, Sirrah. 
Pur. A Juſtice of Peace! nay, if you be there- 
abouts, Ill | 

Dem. What will ye do? f 

Phor. Who 1, Sir? I warrant ye ſuppoſe I've 
none but portionleſs Clients, but I'd have ye to 
know I've thoſe with Portions too. | 

Chr. What's that to us ? 


* Phor. Nothing, Sir; only I know one of them 


Chr. The Devil. 8 [Ajde. 
Dem. What's the matter now? | 
Phory.----Anorher Wife at Lemno. 


Chr. I am dead [Afade. 


Phor. 


. enn * 
1 r r 


The Tricks of Phormio: 255 


| Phor. By whom he had a Daughter, which he 
brought up, and no-body e'er the witer. 
Chr. I am buried. [ Aſide. 
Phor. II juſt now go and acquaint the Gentle- 
woman with the long and ſhort on't. 
Chr. holding him.] Pray now don't. 
Phor. Ah, ha, Sir! Are you. the Party concern'd ? 
Dem. How baſely the Rogue plays uponus ! [ Aſide, 
Chr. Come, we'll diſcharge ye. 4-7 | 
Phor. Meer Flams. 

Chr. What wou'd ye have more ? I tell ye, we'll 
forgive ye the Money you've got of ours. [Softly. 
Phoy. I hear ye.-----What a plague, d'ye pla 
Children's Play with me ? I won't, I will; I wil 
and I won't again: Give, take; 'tis ſaid and unſaid, 

done and undone again. | 
Chr, By what means, or how the duce came he 
to know this ? [ Ajide to Demipho. 
Demipho and Chremes walk on one ſide. 
Dem. I can't imagine; for I am certain I never 
told any living Soul of it. 
Chr. There's Witchcraft in't, I'll be ſworn elſe. 
Phor. I've given them a Bone to pick. [Aſide. 
Dem. aſide to Chremes. ] Sbud, ſhall this Raſcal 
cy off ſuch a round Sum of Money, and abuſe us 
to the very Face too? By Heavens, he ſhall have 
my Heart for his Supper as ſoon. Come, pluck up 
a good Heart, Brother, and play the Man; you ſee 
rr Failing has taken Air, and 'tis im poſſible to 
eep it from your Wife now : Since ſhe muſt know 
it from others, tis the beſt way, for quietneſs ſake, 
to tell her of it our ſelves, then we may worry 
this dirty Raſcal as we pleaſe. eos 
[They move nigher to Phormio. 
Phoy, O lamentable! if I dont't look about me, I 
ſhall be trapan'd as ſure as a Gun. They make 
towards me, like a couple of Bullies, to hector 


me. ; 7 2 
Chr. aſide to Demipho.] But I'm afraid ſhe'll 
ne er be reconcil'd to me. | 


1 2 | 
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Dem. aſide to Chr.] Take heart Man, Ill certain- 
ly make up the buſineſs: You may truſt to that; 
Brother, ſince the Woman you had this Daughter by 
is dead and gone out of the way. | 

Phor. Is this your Dealing, Gentlemen? You come 
upon -me very cunningly methinks: But in troth, 
Mr. Demipho, you've done your Brother but little 
good by provoking me thus. To Chremes] And 
you, Sir, after you've. taken your ſwing beyond Sea, 
and ſhew'd no regard to a Lady of Quality, but of- 
fer d her the moiſt ſenſible Affronts, d'ye think by 
whining and praying to expiate your Fault? No, 
with this Story I'll raiſe her in ſuch Flames, that 
tho' you diſlolv'd into Tears, yet you ſhou'd not be 
able to quench 'em. ' 

Dem. Plagues and Furies ſeize the Rogue, and 
caſt him into the deepeſt Pit of Hell: Was there 
ever ſuch an impudent Dog upon the Face of the 
Earth? Does not this Rogue deſerve to be tranſpor- 
ted at the publick Charge, to ſome deſart Iſland? 

Chr. He has got me ſo upon the hank, that I 
know not what courſe to take with him. 

Dem. I have found a way : Let's have him before 
a Juſtice. | ONE 

Phor. Before a Juſtice! ay, the She-Juſtice of this 
Houſe then. [Ts going towards Chremes's. 
Dem. Follow him and hold him faſt till I call 
my Servants out. | 
Chr. holding him.] I amn't able to hold him; 
come and help. Here they both hold him. 

Phor. I'll clap an Action upon your Back, Mr. De- 
mipho. 
. Do't then. 

Phor. And another upon yours, Mr. Chremes. 
Enter à {ervant or two from Demipho's. 
Dem. to the Servants.) Here, take away this 
Raſcal. ¶ Here the ſervants lay bold of Phormio, 
he ſcuffles with em, throws down De- 
mipho, that comes to aſſiſt em, but 
at laſt is overfower d. Phor. 
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Phor. Are ye at that ſport? Nay, then 'tis time 
to cry out: Nauſiſtrata, come hither a little. 
Chr. Gag the Villain. 
Dem. panting.] What-------2 confounded ſtrong 
Dog he-----— 1s! 
hor. aloud. Nauſiſtrata, I ſay. 
Chr. Won't ye-hold your Tongue, Sirrah ? 
Phor. Plague! I hold my tongue? 
Dem. to the Servants. If he won't go along free- 
ly, give him a punch i'th' Guts. 
Phor. Or ſcratch my Eyes out, I've a way to be 
reveng'd for all that, 
Enter Nauſiſtrata: The Servants unhand Phor- 
mio. Chremes looks very ſimply. 
Nauſ. Who calls me? 8 
Chr. Zookers! | | [ Ade. 
Nauſ. Good Husband, what diſturbance is this? 
Pho Hah! what, is your Mouth ſtopt now ? 
| To Chremes. 
Nauſ. What Fellow's this? won't ye tell me? 
Pho. He tell ye, Madam! i'faith, his Head is ſo 
giddy, he can't tell where he is himſelf. 
Chr. Good Duck! don't believe one word he ſays. 
Pho. Do but go and feel him, Madam, and hang 
me if he ben't as cold as a Stone. 
Chr, That ſignifies nothing. 
Nau What then? what does the Fellow talk of? 
Phor. III tell ye, Madam, pray mind me. 
Chr. Are ye reſolv'd to believe, Duck? 
Nauſ. Prithee what can I believe, he has told me 
nothing yet. ; 
5 The poor Man's fear has put him out of his 
its. 
Nauſ. In troth this can't be for nothing that you 
ſhould be in ſuch a fright. | | 
Ch. Whol in a fright? | 
Phor. Ay, for certain; for if you ben't, and if 
this I'm going to tell is of no conſequence, pray tell 
it your ſelf, Sir. 


Dem, 
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Dem. Ye Raſcal, ſhall he tell it to humour you? 

Phor, Oh, you do rarely in taking your Brother's 

rt, | 

Nauſ. What, Husband, won't ye tell me the 
Buſineſs then? 

Chr. faultring.] Po 

Nauſ. But, what But? 

Chr. There's no occaſion for't----- 

Phor, Not for you, perhaps; but for her there 
is. At Lemno. n 

Chr. Ha! what ſay's he? 

Dem. Dog be ſilent. 

Phor. Without your knowledge, 


but 


Chr. Undone. | [ Aſide. 
Phor. He marry'd a Wife. [Chremes looks upon 
the Ground. 


Nauſ. Who, my Husband ? Heavens forbid that. 

Phor. O, my Soul, tis all true. 

Nauſ. Alas-a-day, I am utterly ruin d! 

Phor. And there he got a Daughter by her, 
which you never dreamt of. | 

Chr. What will become of me now? [A'de. 

Nauf. Oh Heavens! Baſe and treacherous this. 


[Weeps. 
Phor. Tis as I fay. | 
Nauſ. Was there ever ſuch an unworthy Action 
heard of? When they come to their Wives, they 
pretend they are old, forſooth.-------I addreſs my 
{elf to you, Brother, for I am aſham'd to ſpeak 
to him. Was it for this he went fo oft, and ſtay'd 
ſo long at Lemno? Was this the low Price of Corn 
that made our Rents fall? | | 
Dem. Indeed, Siſter, 1 own he was in ſome fault, 
but yet *tis a venial one. | Sh 
Phor. He preaches to the Wind. lde. 
Dem. It wasn't out of Contempt or Averſion to 
ou he did this. About fifteen years ago, he, in 
his Drink, had to do with this Woman, and had 
this Daughter by her, but ne er touch'd her — * 
| | | 0 
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ſhe is now dead and gone out of the way, who was 
your only Grievance, Theretore, good Siſter, take 
ir patiently, as you us'd to do other things. 

Nauſ. Take it patiently! No, I had rather part 
with him for ever: For, what can I hope for now ? 
Can I expect Age will teach him better things: If 
that wou'd ha' don't, he was old enough then : Or, 
is my Age and Beauty like to pleaſe him more than 
formerly ? What reaſon can ye give to make me to 
look or hope for his amendment ? 

Phor. aſide.] Ha——ha ha Here's a Caſt 
of my Office. If any one has a mind to come to 
Chremes's Funeral, now is the time. Now let any Man 
provoke my Honour that dares, I'll ſerve him the ſame 
ſavvce Ill warrant him. — Let him be Friends with 
me now as ſoon as he pleaſe, I've ſwing'd him off ſuf- 
ficiently for once; and ſhe has wherewithal to hit him 
i'th Teeth as long as he has an Hour to live. 

Nauſ. ſcornfally. ] 1 warrant ye, I deſferv'd all this. 
But, Brother, what need have I to reckon up 
how faithful I've been to him in every thing? 

Dem. l'm ſatisfied in that as well as you your ſelf, 

Nauſ. D'ye really think I deferv'd this ill Uſage at 
his hands? 2 

Dem. Not i'th' leaſt. —— But ſince all your Com- 
plaints can't undo what's already done, forget and for- 
give: He begs your Pardon, ov/ns his Fault, and pro- 
mi:es Amends; what can ye deſire more? 

Phor. aſide.] But i'faith, before the Pardon's ſeal'd 
there mult be a Proviio or two made for my {elf and 
Mr. Phedrie. Hark ye, Madam, let me put in a word 
before you anſwer. 

Nau/, Let's hear it then. | 

Phor. I coax'd your Husband out of Threeſcore and 
Fifteen Pounds, which I gave to your Son to buy 2 
Sweetheart of his of an o:d Pandar. | 

Chr. haſtily.) Hah! How's that? 
Nauſ. interrupting.) Is it ſuch a ſtravge thing for 
Your Son, in his youthful days, to keep one Nlittreſz, 
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when you are not aſham'd to have two Wives? With 
what Face can ye reprimand him? Anſwer me that 
pray. [Chremes draws back, and looks ſimply. 

Dem. He ſhall be rul'd by you. 

Nauſ. Well, that you may know my Mind plainly, 
Ii neither pardon him, promiſe him any thing, nor 
give him any Anſwer till I ſee my Son, to whole deter- 
mination I refer all, and ſhail do what he orders. 

P. or. You've done very diſcreetly, Madam. 

Nauſ. to Phormio. ] Will that ſatisfie you? 

Phoy. Yes indeed, Madam, I am come off rarely, 
and beyond expectation. | 

Nauſ. Pray, honeſt Man, what may I call your 
Name? 

Phor. Mine, Madam? Tis Phormio, your whole Fa- 
mily's humble Servant, and eſpecially Mr. Phedrie's. 

Nauſ. Honeſt Phormio; whatever Kindneſs I can do 
thee, and thou deſireſt, be't in Word or Deed, I'll do it. 

 Phor, You honour me too much, Madam. 

Nauſ. Troth 'tis no more than you deſerve. "700 
Phor. Firſt then, Madam, will ye do ſomething 
that will pleaſure me and fret your Husband. 

Nauſ. With all my Heart. 

Phor, If you pleaſe, invite me to Supper then. 

Nauſ. Faith, come and weicome. 

Dem. Let's go in then. | | 

Nauſ. Agreed —— But where's Phedrie our Refe- 
rec all ths while? 

Phor. 1 hope he'll be here anon. 

{ To the Spectators.] 

Gentlemen, fare ye well, and clap. 


T e End of the Tricks of PHORMI O. 
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COMED Y; 


Acted at the Roman Sports, 


WHEN 
1 -— ah 6 were Cu- 
Cn. Cornelius Dolabella, rule Edilr. 


At that time it was not Acted quite through. 


Flaccus, made free by Claudius, compos'd 
the Mufick, which was perform'd on 
two Unequal Flutes. | 


It was taken wholly from the Greek of 4polls- 
dorus. Acted firſt. 


„„ | Cn. Octavlus, 
Under the Conſulſhip off - and 
| | T. Manlius. 


It was Acted a ſecond time at a Funeral 
Solemnity, and a third time, When 


2. Bade, | | 
and were Curule Edils, 
L. Murcio, 


4. U. C. 588. Before Quiſt, 155. 
Oz THE 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
MEN. 
(Can old Gentleman of Athens, very ho- 
Laches, neft and true hearted, lately e 
into the Country. 
Another old Citizen of Athens, his N 10 
Phidippus, bour and Friend, indulgent to his Fa- 
mily, angry when ſtirr d. | 
Laches's Son, a genteel, civil, good- 
natured young Gentleman, a Reſpedter 


of his Parents, chough 8 ſome- 
what debaucht. 


Servant to Pamphilus, and his Confi- 
Parmeno, 


3 Pamphilus, & 


dans, a truſty, merry, _—_ tive 
Fellow. 


Socla, f e Servant of Pamphilus's. , 


WOMEN, 


The Mother-in-Law, Wife to Laches, 4 
. - Sofia, ſubmiſſive, peaceable, kind old Gentle- 
2 4. 3 
5 *Myrchina, e to Phidippus, eaſie and fearful. 
We ine 2 noted Curtexan, formerly Miſs to 
W. r 
»Baecchis, 4 Pamphilus, very honeſt and generous 
| conſidering her Circumſtances. 
NP Another Courtezan, of a merry, gentle, 
Philotis, ſweet Nature. 
Syra, FA old Womanof the ſame amp, peeviſh, 
| Q revengeful and ill natur d, 


AUT ES: 


LOS 7 ife zo Pamphilus, and / Daughter to 
Philamena,d Phidippus. 


Scirtus, A Boy of Laches, 
The Nur(e. 
Two Servants of Bacchis. 
| SCENE, ATHENS. 
4 The TIME, about fix or ſeven Hours. 
© 363 | | 7 THE 
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Mother-in-Law. 


„ Þ 


8 CENE, the Street before Phidippus and 
 Laches's Docr. 


Time, the Fireacon, _ 


—_—_ __ 


W _ —ͤ— 


Enter Fhilotis and Syra. 


ak Faith, old Syra, there's not one in 
{ forty of theſe young Fellows that 
. keep touch with a Miſtreſs. ' 
Why, here's Mr. Pamthilus now, 
| 8; how many thouſand Oaths has 
he ſwore to Bacchis (and ſolemnly too, that one 
cou'd n't but believe him) that he'd never marry. 
while ſhe liv'd : Very good, yet my Gentleman's mar- 
ried for all that, 
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Syr. For that reaſon, Girl, let me adviſe and con- 

Jure you as a Friend, to pity none of the Sex, but 

fleece em, maul em, pick the very Bones of every 

Creature of em that you get in your clutches. 

Phil. What, all without exception ? [ Sighing 

Sy. Ay, every Mother's Son of 'em. Take this 
from an old Woman, that there's none of theſe Sparks 

- that are ſo ſweet upon ye, that has any other deſign 

than to have his will of ye at as cheap a rate as he can: 
And, prithee Child, ſhou'dn't thou in Juſtice coun- 
ter mine em? | | 

Phil. But to ſerve all alike is too cruel, I vow. 

Sr. Cruel to be reveng'd of one's Enemies, or to 
take Cheats in their own Traps! Ah, what pity tis 
that I had not that youth and Beayty of yours, or you 

thoſe Sentiments of theſe Matters that I have. 
Enter Parmeno at a diſtance. 

Par, zo Scirtus withia, ] If the old Gentleman ask 
for me, tell him I'm juſt gone to the Water - ſide, to 
enquire when Mr. Pamphilus comes home. — D' ye 
hear, Boy? If he asks for me, you may tell him ſo; 
if not, ſay nothing; then this Excuſe will keep cold 
for another time. He comes from the Door. | 
But is that Philly there whence comes ſhe, 
I wonder ? [ Goes up to em] Philotis, I'm heartily 
glad to {ce ye. Fin | 

Phil. And I you, honeſt Parmeno. 

Syr . Cods-buddikins, Parmeno! How doſt thou do, 
my Lad? £ | 

Par. Uds-Fiſh, Granny, how doſt thou? | 

| er. 
But prithee, Mrs. Philly, where ha you been diverting 
your ſelf this live-long white? 
Phil, But little Diverſion, Heaven knows, e er ſince 
I march'd off with the Captain to Corinth, the meereſt 
Brute upon Earth, where I led a very Dog's Life for 
two whole Years together. 8 

Par. Ay faith! I warrant ye, you often ſigh'd for 
old Athens agen, and cou'd have wiſh'd your ſelf 
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Phil. Tis impoſlible to tell you how eager I was to 

come home to get c car of my Spark, and to ſec ye ail. 

once more; where I might ha' free liberty to enjoy 

my Friends and Merry-meetings as formerly. For 

there 1 cou'dn't uttet a Word but what was ſhaped 
out by that raſcally Captain. | 

Par. 'That ſame cutting ye ſhort of your Tattle, I 
fanſy, muſt needs go againlt the Grain. 

Phil. Weil: But what a Buſineſs is this that Bacchis 
has been telling o me within? I could ne'er have ima- 
gin'd Pamphilus could ha' found in his heart to marry 
as long as ſhe liv'd. 

Par. Marry, quoth a“? [ Angrily. 

Phil. Hey-day ! Why isn't he marricd ? 

Par. Married indeed: But I have a conceit this. 
Marriage won't hold long. | 

Phil. Pray Heavens it may not, if it be to Bacchts's 
Advantage. But how ſhall 1 be certain of it? 

Good Boy, fatisftie me in that. | | 

Par. Tisn't a thing to be ask d: Therefore pray 
don't be ſo inquiſitive. b 

Phil. You're afraid, I warrant, that I ſnould blaze 

it abroad: But let me periſh if I ask ye upon any ſuch 
delign, but only for my own private Satisfaction. 

Par. All your fine wheedl:ng ſal: ne er perſwade 
me to truſt my Back to your Diſcretion, 

Phil. Well, don't then; who cares? As if now you 
had not much more mind to tell me, than I to know. 
| [ In a jaunting way. 
Par. aſide. ] Edad ſhe's i'th' right on't: She has hit. 
upo my greateſt Weakneſs Well, Madam, pro- 
miſe Secreſie upon your Honour, and I Il tell you all, 
Phil. So: Now you're come to your ſelf again. 
Upon my Honour then; away with't. 

Par. Mind me then. | 

Phil. Well. | 

Par. Mr. Pamphilus was i'th' very heighth of his 
Paſſion for Mrs. Bacchis, when his Father began to 
be earneſt with him to.marry. He alledg'd the uſual 
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Arguments of all Fathers in the like Caſe, namely, 
That he was an old Man, had no Child but him, and 
leſired that he might not be deſtitute of a Support in his 
old Age. At firſt he rejects the Propoſal; but when 
his Father came to preſs on the Buſineſs more zealouſſy 
than ordinary, he was brought to ſuch Straits, that he 
cou'dn't tell which to prefer, either Love or Duty, At 
laſt the old Man, by baiting and teazing his Son's Heart 
out, ſcrewed him up to this pitch, and got him made 
lure to his next Neighbour's Daughter. Pamphilus 
didn't take it in ſuch dudgeon till his Wedding day 
came on : But when he ifaw all things ready, and 
without more ado, marry he muſt ; he laid it fo much 
to heart, that Pm perſuaded if Bacchis her ſelf had 
ſeen him in that plight, ſhe cou'dn't but have pitied 
him. For whenc'er he had any ſpare time of being 
by himſcif, he'd call me aſide to him and cry, Ah, 
Parmeno, Fm # loſt Man: What have I done? What 
a diſmal Condition have I brought my ſelf into? I ant 
able to bear the weight of it: Oh, will break my 
Heart. 


Pil. The Devil and his Dam take this Laches for 
a baiting old Cur. 


Par. To cut ſhort o- my story, the Bride was 
brought home: The firſt Night he did not touch her; 
and the following was the ſame. 

Phil. The Duce take ye: What, a young Fellow 
to have his Bride in Bed with him on the Wedding- 
night, and pretty tipſie too, I warrant ye, and not 
Alikely Buſineſs in troth: Come, this ſounds 
like a Lie. 

Par. I know you can't tell how to believe me, 

cauſe none comes to you, but he comes ſharp ſet : 


But alas, our young Gentleman Bad no Stomach atall 


to his Woman. 

Phil. Well, but what hom! ? 

Par. A few days after, he takes me orivitely aſide, 
and tells me, She was as good a Maid as ever for all 
him; ; and that before he Married, he hop'd a f je 2 ap 
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ha' gone down pretty well; but now (ſaid he) I'm re- 

ſolved to part with her &er long. 'Twould be a baſe- 

neſs in me, and much to the prejudice of the poor Gen- 
tlewoman to abuſe her ſo, as not to return her to her 

Friends as I received her. | 

P 4a Tas done like a Man of Principles and Mo- 
eſty. | 

Par. But then (continued he) *rwor't be ſafe to pub- 
liſh my Intentions; and for me to ſend her bach to her 
Father, and have nothing to ſay againſt her, wou d be 
roo peremptory. All my hope is, when ſhe finds there's 
no living together, that ſhe'll be gone of her own accord. 

Phil. But all this while did he continue his Viſits to 
Bacchis ? 

Par. As conſtantly as the day came about: But (as 
tis uſual for Women) when ſhe {aw him another's, 
ſhe became more peeviſh and pretending than formerly. 

Fil. I'faith, and well ſhe might. 
Par. And this indeed was the chief cauſe of their 
parting. For by this time he had recollected himſelt, 
and ſeriouſly conſider'd his Miſtrefs's Temper and his 
Wife's; and well compared their Behaviours together. 
His Wite, he found, was a ſweet- natured Gentlewo- 
man, virtuous and modeſt, patient under the Affronts 
and Incivilities of a Husband, and willing to wink at 
his Faults. So that partly touched with remor ſe for 
his Uſage of his Wife, and partly tired with the Inſo- 
lence of his Whore, at laſt he gave Bacchis the ſlip, 
and ſettled his A ffections upon this Woman, whole Hu- 
mour he found ſo agreeable to his own. Mean 
time, an old Kinſman of our Maſter dies at Imbros, 
and made him his Heir; and upon this un willing Er- 
rand is our Loye- ſicx Pamphilus poſted away by his 
Father. He leaves his Lady with his Mother; for the 
old Gentleman lives retired in the Country, and ſel- 
dom viſits the Town. * 

Phil. But where's this Flaw in the Match all the 
While? ö | 
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| Pay. I'm going to tell 0 : At firſt, for a few days, 
| or ſo, the Mother and the Daughter-in-Law agreed 
| mighty well together. When all on a ſudden the young 

| Woman began to hate the old one moſt mortally, with- 
out any Quarrel or Complaint on either ſide. 

Phil. How came it about then ? 

Par. If at any time my old Lady Soſtrata came to 
| have a little Chat with her, ſhe'd preſently avoid the 
* Room, and fly the Sight of her: But when ſhe could 
| away with her Company no longer, ſhe pretends her 
Mother had ſent for her upon ſome buſineſs of Devo- 
tion; and away ſhe goes. After ſhe had been there a 
| while, my Lady ſends and deſires her Company at 
[ home, ſhe only returns her a lame excuſe of I know 
| ; not what. She ſends a ſecond time, but no Gentlewo- 
3 man comes: At laſt, after many Meſſages, they pre- 

tend ſhe is ſicx. Upo' this, my Lady ſteps over her 
| ſelf, to give her a Viſit, but no admittance could be 
| or. When this came to my old Maſter's Ears, Ve- 
terday he came out of the Country upo' this very ac- 
| count, and diſcourſes her Father about it. I can't learn 
1 as yet what paſs'd between them ; but I'm in a peck. 
1 of Troubles to know what will come ont Now 
8 you've the long and the ſhort of my Story, ——1 
muſt away to the place I defign'd. 

Phil. And ſo muſt I too: For I've made an Aſſign- 
| nation with a Country Squire much about this time. 
1 Par. III throw an old Shoe after ye; and wiſh ye 
lj good Luck, | 
= Phil. Farewel Parmeno. 

Par. And fare wel to thee, my little Philly. 
| [Exennt ſevetally.. 


The End of the Firſt Act. 
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15 ACT Il. | 


Enter Laches, and Soſtrata after him. 


Lach. entring.] D Leſs my Soul! What a Strain's 

B this? What a confounded Conſpi- 
racy is this, That all Women ſhou'd take the ſame 
Byaſs, and do or not do every thing by conſent! When 
did you fee 2 Mother- in- Law that did not hate her 
Daughter: in- Law? Their Endeavours to oppoſe their 
Husbands are the fame, and their croſs- grain d Stub- 
bornneſs the ſame. I fanſy they were all train d up 
for Miſchief in the fame School, of which damn'd 
place of Education (if there be any ſuch) I'll be fworn” 


my Dame is the Miſtreſs. 
[Walks about in a l uff. 


Soſt. This is a hard Caſe, that I ſhould be accuſed of 
a Buſineſs that I know nothing of. 
Lach. You kuow nothing of this then? 
Soft. As I hope for mercy, I don't: And as I hope 
(my dear Laches!) we may live long together, 

Lach. Heavens forbid that, ſay I. 

Soſt. That 'm wrongfully accuſed, time will diſ- 
cover. 5 | | 
Lach. ſeering.] Yes, yes; you are wrongfully ar 
cuſed. Can Words be ill enough to ſet ye out in: 
your proper Colours? You that have diſgraced me, 
your {elf and our Family, and are laying in ſufficient 
Matter to torment your Son? Then you've. provok'd: 
our new Friends and Re'ations to hate us, thoſe who 
were pleas'd to honour our Son: with their Alliance: 
And you, forſooth, muſt ſtart up, and confound all, 
by your ill condition'd Humours, 

Soft, Who. I? | 
| Lach. 
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tell ye, I know much better what's done here than at 


Reputation abroad depends upon your Behaviour at 


mould have ſtaid, and you pack'd off i faith. 


through my means, or fault. 


think worſe of ye than I do. 
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Lach. Woman, I ſay you: Why you take me ſure- 
ly for a Block, and not a Man. Think ye becauſe I'm 
retir'd into the Country, that I know: nothing of your 
Pranks and Tranſactions here in Town? But let me 


the place of my own Reſidence; and that becauſe my 


home: I heard indeed long ago that Philumena could 
not endure ye, and made no Wonder on't ; twould ha 
been a greater Miracle if ſhe could: But I little 
thought ſhe cou'dn't have endur d the whole Family 
upo' your account; had I been aware of that, ſhe 


- 
” 


Pray fee, Wife, what {mall reaſon ye have to vex me 
thus. I retired into the Country, gave way to ye, af- 
forded ye enough for your Neceſſities, and your Plea- 
ſures too; and that my Eſtate might the better bear it, 
I've wear y d and toiPd my ſelf more than's convenient 
tor my Age; and cou'dn't ye after all this have took. 
care that nothing diſturb'd my Repole ? | | 

Soft. By all that's good, what has happen'd was not 


Lach. No!” Yes, but twas: For you're ſole Miſtreſs 
Here, and you're only to be blamed: Sure you might 
ha' looked after things in your own Houſe, ſince I've 
taken all other Cares off your Hands. An old Woman, 
to ſtand ſquabbling with a Girl? Fie, fie! ——_— 
You won't lay the Fault upon her ſure. | 
Soſt. No? Dear Husband, I lay nothing to her. 
Charge. | Is 

Lach. O'my Soul, I'm glad of that for poor Pam's. 
fake: But as for you, do the worſt ye. can, I can't 


Soft. But, good Husband, how d'ye know but ſhe- 
may only pretend a diſpleaſure againſt me, to be the 
more at home with her Mother ? 1 
Lach. Neer. tell me that. Wasn't Yeſterday's. 


ikutting the Door againſt ye ſufficient Proof of her 
; Soft; 


— 
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| Soft. They told me, ſhe, was ver) faint. and weak; 
therefore 'twasn't convenient to diſturb her. 

Lach. She's ſick, 1 fancy, of your ill Conditions 
more than of any thing elſe. And no wonder, in 
troth; for there's not a Mother of ye all but would 
have your Sons Marry : And whoever is the Perſon 
that pleaſes you, they muſt have: And when to com- 
ply with your Humour they are married, to comply 


with your Humour again, they muſt turn their Wives 


out of doors. 
Phidippus appears at his Door. ; 
Phid. to Philumena within, } Tho' I'm fatisfy'd 
I've Authority to force you to obey what I com- 
mand, yet my Fatherly Affection prevails with me 
rather to give way to ye, and not croſs. ye in your 
Humour. Kg | 9 
Lach. Oh! here's my Brother Phidippus in good 
time, I ſhall know all from him. [ They meet- 
one- another.] I confeſs, Brother, I'm as indulgent to 
all my Family as any Man; yet J ſuffer not my Eaſi- 
neſs to corrupt their Morals. Were you as careful, 
I'm perſwaded twould be more for your advantage, 
as well as ours: But now I find you ſuffer em to ride 


ye as they liſt. 


Phid, Look ye there now. [ Aſide; 
Lach. Yeſterday I waited upon ye about your. 
Daughter ; you ſent me away as wile as I came: 
But let me tell ye, you don't do well to conceal the 


Cauſe of your Anger, if you deſign a laſting Alli- 
ance between us, If any of us have offended. ye, 


pray make it out; that ſo, either by diſproving or 
juſtifying what's done, we may give as ample Satis- 
faction as you ſhall require. If Sickneſs be the 
Cauſe of keeping your Daughter at home, let me tell 
ye, Brother, tis too great a Reflection upon us to i- 
magine ſhe ſhou'dn't have due attendance at my 
Houſe. As I hope to be ſaved, tho you are her Fa- 
ther, you ſhan't outdo me in this: Nor can you be 
more. deſirous of her. Health than I am, and. that for. 

| | BF 
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my Boy's ſake, who I perceive loves her more 
than his Life, and am — 2 will highly Na e. 
when he comes to know on't; therefore pray let's 
have her home before he comes back from his Voyage. 
Phid. I'm ſatisfy'd, Brother, of your extraordinary 
Care and Affection for my Daughter, and am apt to 
believe evry Word you've ſaid; but then I'd ha' ye 
believe me too, that tis my hearty defire to have 
| her to your Houſe, if I could prevail with her by 
j any means, 
| | Lach. Why what hinders ye? [ Softly. ] 
| Hark ye, does ſhe object any thing againſt her Hul- 
| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
(| 


| band ? 
| Phid. Nothing in the World; for when I urg'd it 
i Home to her, and ſeem'd as though I'd force her to 
return, ſhe vowed by all that's good, She wasn't able 
i123 to endure your Houſe, while her Pamphilus was a- 
way. Every one has his failings ; for my part I'm ſo. 
b ſoft natured, I can't croſs and thwart my own Fleſh. 
j ö L.ach. D'ye hear that Miſtreſs? [ Aſide to Soſtrata. 
* Soft. Ay, to my Sorrow. [ Aſide. 
| Lach. 1s that your Reſolution then, Brother ? 
|  Phid, As the Caſe ſtands, tis ſo. — But ha' ye any 
thing elſe to ſay? For I've a little buſineſs calls me 
in haſte to the Piazza. | | | 
Lach. I'll bear ye Company if ye pleaſe. 
: | | Exeunt Phidippus and Laches. 
Soſtrata alone.] In good faith we poor Wives have: 
got a very ill Name with our Husbands, becauſe of 
a few bad Creatures, that make the World judge 
hardly of us all. For as 1 hope for Heav'n, I'm as 
innocent of what my Husband accuſes me of as the- 
ſucking Infant. Yet tis next to impoſſible to be 
believ'd, there's ſuch a common Scandal fticks upon 
all Mother-in-Laws: But let me die if I'm one that 
deſerve it; for I've been as tender of this ſame Crea- 
ture, as if ſhe had been a Daughter of my own. I 
| can't imagine why this Misfortune ſhould light upon- , 
| | 8 my 


— 
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my Head: However, upon many accounts I am ex- 
treamly deſirous of my Son's return. Exit. 


The End of the Second At. 
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Enter Pamphilus and Parmeno, at the 
farther part of the Stage. 


pam. W AS ever Man ſo perplex d in his Love 

| as I? Unhappy Wretch! Have I 
been ſuch a good Husband o my Life for this: 
Was't this which made me fo deſirous of returni 
home? *Thad been better for me to have ſpent my 
days any where in the World, than to come back 
hither, and find my {elf ſo unhappy here: For what- 
ever Misfortune befals a Man, the longer tis before he 
knows it, is ſo much time clearly gain'd. 

Par. However, Sir, by your return, you'll be able 
the ſooner to make your ſelf eaſie. Had you ſtaid 
away, the Breach wou'd ha' been far wider. Now 
Sir, l'm confident that your preſence will have a 
great Influence upon them all. So you'll learn the 
whole Buſineſs, rectifie Miſunderſtandings, and make 
all Friends again. All theſe dreadful Apprehenſions of 
yours are in themſelves but very ſlight things. 

Pam. Why d' ye pretend to comfort me, when 
I'm the greateſt Wretch alive? Before I marry'd this 
Woman, my Heart was engag'd elſewhere ; how 
much I ſuffered upon that account, any one may eaſi-. 
ly gueſs, without my telling; and yet I never was the 
Man that dared to refuſe the Match my Father put 
upon m2: I had but juſt weaned my {elf trom Bac- 
chis, and diſengaged my Affections, but juſt fixed 
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my Love on Philumena; when alas, a new Buſineſs 
happens which forced me to leave her too: Then 
I'm afraid I ſhall find either my Mother or Wife 
to blame; and if fo, the Conſequence: muſt be, 
that 1 ſhall be miſerable ſtill, For Duty, Parmeno, 
binds me to bear with my Mother's Failings; and 
for my Wife, Pm a thoutand ways obliged. to her, 
not only for meekly bearing with my Humours, 
but alſo for concealing my unkind Uſage to her 
from all the World. Certainly, Parmeno, ſome ex- 
traordinary thing muſt have happened, which gave 
occaſion to this Quarrel that has now laſted fo long. 
Par. Some frivolous thing or other, III warrant ye, 
Sir: For upon cloſe examination you'll find that the 
greateſt Quarrels han't always the greateſt Occaſi- 
ons. Tis frequent, Sir, to find the ſame thing make 
one Man ftark mad, and your mortal Enemy for e- 
ver, when it doesn't move another. How do Chil- 
dren bite and ſcratch for the ſmalleſt Trifles! And 
why? Marry becauſe their Underſtandings are weak, 
and are not able to direct 'em: And your Women 
truly are een as ſoon moved as Children; one chance 
word perhaps, or fo, has been the occaſion of all this 
Diſturbance. ' | = 
Pam. Well! go in, Parmeno, and let em know. 
I'm here. | 1 
Par meno going off hears a. Noiſe and ſiops ſhort. 
Pay. Hah! What's here to do?! * 
„„ [ Liſtens. 
Par. Here's a fad Buſtle, they run up and down 
like mad Pray, Sir, come a little this way, — 
[ Pamphitus goes towards him.] A little cloſer yet. 
[ They both liſten at Phidippus's Door. ]| Ha! D'ye 
r | . 
bum. Hold your prating.— [Shrieking within. 
Blefs me! I hear ſomebody ſhriek. | i 
Pr. So, you enjoyn me ſilence, and talk your ſelf. 
Myr. within Doors. | Prithee, dear Child, as little 
Notte. as may be. begs 
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Pam. That's like Philumena's Mother's Voice. 
Ruin'd! 
Par. Why ſo. 
Pam. Undone! 
Par. Wherefore? | 
Pam. Ah, Parmeno, there is ſome Miſchief more 
than ordinary has happen'd, which they conceal 
from me. 0 
Par. They ſaid indeed your Lady was out of order, 
whether that be it or no, I can't tell. 
Pam. I'm a loſt Man. Why didn't ye tell 
me this before? | [ Angrily, 
Par. I cou'dn't tell ye ev'ry thing at once. 
Pam. What's her Diſtemper? 
Par. That I can't tell. | 
Pam. How! Is no body gone for a Doctor? 
Par. I can't tell that neither ? ; 
Pam. But why don't I go in my ſelf, that I may 
know for certain what's the Buſineſs! ——— Ah m 
dcar Philumena, in what Condition ſhall I now find 
thee? Should thy Life be in danger, 1 ſhall certainly 
die with thee. [Exit Pamphilus. 
Parmeno alone.] I don't think it convenient to 
venture in after him: For 1 very well know, they 
don't care for any of our Family. Yeſterday they 
ſhut the Door againſt my Lady her ſelf. It ſhe ſhould 
chance to grow worſe (which in troth I wou'dn't 
have for my poor Maſter's ſake) they'll prefently 
pretend (a plague on them all) that one of Madam 
Soſtrata's Servants came in, brought the Devil along 
with him, and thereupon that ſhe grew worſe im- 
mediately: So my Miſtreſs will be blam'd; but 1 
. ſhall ha' the worſt on't. | 1 
| ; Ie 945 þ encreaſes within, 
Enter Soſtrata on the other ſidle. 
Soft, to herſelf. ] Alas, I think I've heard a ſtrange: 
ſort of a Buſtle in my Siſter's Houſe, and for ſome 
time too. I vow, I'm extreamly afraid poor Philu- 
mena's Diſtemper grows. worſe and Worſe: But 
8 7 | Hea- 
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Heavens forbid it. Now Tl give her a viſit, 
[She's going is. 


Par. Hark ye, Madam! 
Soft. Hah! 

Par. You'!] meet with another repulſe, Madam. 
Soſt. turning about.] Ha, Parmeno! are you there? 
Alas poor Wretch! What ſhull I do? Shan't 
I go ſee my Son's Wite, when ſhe lies ſick but at 
next door. 

Par. If you'd be rub'd by me, Madam, neither 
ſee her, nor ſend to fee her: For to be fond of one 
that perfectly hates you, ſeems a double piece of Fo- 
ly. You'll beſtow your labour to no purpoſe, and 
be troubleſome belides. Then, Madam, your 
Son went to {ce how ſhe did, as ſoon as he came to 
Town. 

Soft. How! my Son Pamphilus come aſhore ? 

Par. Yes, Madam. 

_ Soft. Heavens be praiſed. That word has 
reviv'd me, and ſet my Heart at reſt. 

Par. Upo this account eſpecially, I wou'dn't ha 
ye go in: For if her Pains be a little abated, I'm 
contident, now they're together, ſhe'll up and tell 
him all that paſſed between you two; and how the 
Difference firſt began. But ſee where he comes, 
——He ſeems very melancholy upon't. 

Enter Pamphilus. 

Soft. Ah, my dear, dear Child! ¶ Embracing him. 

Pam. Your Bleſſing, Madam. 

Soft. Welcome home heartily. - 
with your Wite ? 

Pam. O' the mending hand. 1 ping his Eyes. 

Soft. Heavens continue it ſo. — But why in 


But how is't 


Tears Son? Why thus melancholy. 


Pam. Nothing at all, Madam. 
Soft. What Buſtle was that? tell me; was {he taken 


with a ſudden Fit? 


Pam. Yes, Madam. 
Soft, What's her Diſtemper ? 


Pars. 
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Pam. An Ague. 
Soft. A Quotidian ? 
Pam. So they tell me. — Pray, Madam, walle in, 
I'll fozow immediately. 
Soft. So I Will. ¶ Exit Soſtrata. 
Pam. Parmeno, do you run and meet my Servants, 
and help them home with their Luggage. | 
Par. grumbling.] What a-duce, can't they find the 
way home without a Guide? 
Pam. You'll be gone, won't ye? 
; Exit Parmeno. 
Pamphilus alone, walking about diſcontentedly. 
Where ſhall I begin now, to give an account of 
thoſe many ſurprizing Misfortunes that have befallen 
me, part of which I heard, and part I ſaw with theſe 
very Eyes, which made me run out of the Houſe 
half diſtrafted ? For when I haſtily went in 
juſt now, in great concern for my Wife, thinking to 
find her ſick of another-gates Diſtemper than what, 
alas! I found her in; the Maids being fſurpriz'd at 
firſt ſight, all of 'em o'erjoy'd, cry'd out, He's come. 
But immediately after, I perceiv'd, they chang'd 
Countenance, becauſe I happen'd to come at ſuch an 
unlucky Minute: Mean time one of em ran up 
Stairs, to give notice of my arrival; and I as cager 
to ſee my Wife, follow her directly. No ſooner was 
I got in, but immediately I perceiv'd her Ailment, 
( unhappy Creature as I was! ) for they had no time 
1'th' World to conceal the Buſineſs, and her Cryings- 
out did ſufficiently diſcover her Condition. When I 
ſaw this, Baſe and Unworthy, {aid I! and with that 
immediately flung out of the Room all in Tears , 
ſtruck with Horrour at ſuch an unheard of diſmal 
Accident. Her Mother, poor Soul, follow'd: me 
_ cloſe, catch'd me at the Door, and flung her ſelf at 
my Feet, melting into Tears, ſo that I cou'dn't but 
pity her : And truly I'm of Opinion, as a Man's For- 
tune riſes or falls, ſo is he up or down. She thus 
addreſs d her ſelf to me: My dear Pamphilus, you're 
e ge 
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Heavens forbid it. Now Til give her a viſit, 
| [She's going in. 


Par. Hark ye, Madam ! 
_ Soft. Hah! 

Par. You'll meet with another repulſe, Madam. 
Soſt. turning about.] Ha, Parmen? ! are you there? 
Alas poor Wretch! What ſhall I do? Shan't 
I go fee my Son's Wife, when ſhe lies ſick but at 
next door. 

Par. If you'd be ruld by me, Madam, neither 
. ſee her, nor ſend to fee her: For to be fond of one 
that perfectly hates you, ſeems a double piece of Fo- 
ly. You'll beſtow your labour to no purpole, and 
be troubleſome belides. Then, Madam, your 
Son went to {ce how ſhe did, as ſoon as he came to 
Town. 

Soft. How! my Son Pamphilus come aſhore ? 

Par. Yes, Madam. IP | 
Soſt. Heavens be praiſed. That word has 
reviv'd me, and ſet my Heart at reſt, 

Par. Upo this account eſpecially, I wou'dn't ha 
ye go in: For if her Pains be a little abated, I'm 
confident, now they're together, ſhe'll up and tell 
him all that paſſed between you two; and how the 
Difference firſt began. But ſee where he comes. 
on: ſeems very melancholy upon't. 

Enter Pamphilus. 

Soft. Ah, my dear, dear Child! { Embracing him. 

Pam. Your Bleſſing, Madam. 

Soft. Welcome home heartily. -—— But how is't 
with your Wife? 

Pam. O' the mending hand. — 77 ping his Eyes. 

Soft. Heavens continue it ſo. But why in 


<A Tears Son? Why thus melancholy. 


Pam. Nothing at all, Madam. 
Soft. What Buſtle was that? tell me; was {he taken 

with a ſudden Fit ? 

Pam. Yes, Madam. | 

Soft. What's her Diſtemper ? 


ram. 
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Pam. An Ague. 

Soft. A Quotidian ? he 6h ; 

Pam. So they tell me. — Pray, Madam, walle in. 
I'll fon, immediately. 

Soft. So I will. [Exit Soſtrata. 

Pam. Parmeno, do you run and meet my Servants, 
and help them home with their Luggage. 

Par. grumbling.] What a- duce, can't they find the 
way home without a Guide? 

Pam. You'll be gone, won't ye? 

[Exit Parmeno. 

Pamphilus alone, walking about diſcontentedly. 

Where ſha!l I begin now, to give an account of 
thoſe many ſurprizing Misfortunes that have befallen 
me, part of which I heard, and part I ſaw with theſe 
very Eyes, which made me run out of the Houſe 
halt diſtracted ? —_ For when I haſtily went in 
juſt now, in great concern for my Wife, thinking to 

find her ſick of another-gates Diſtemper than what, 
alas! I found her in; the Maids being fſurpriz'd at 
firſt ſight, all of 'em o'erjoy'd, cry'd out, He's come. 
But immediately after, I perceiv'd, they chang'd 
Countenance, becauſe I happen'd to come at ſuch an 
unlucky Minute: Mean time one of em ran up 
Stairs, to give notice of my arrival; and I as cager 
to ſee my Wife, follow her directly. No ſooner was 
I got in, but immediately I perceiv'd her Ailment, 
( unhappy Creatureas I was!) for they had no time 
1'th' World to conceal the Buſmeſs, and her Cryings- 
out did ſufficiently diſcover her Condition. When I 
ſaw this, Baſe and Unworthy, ſaid I! and with that 
immediately flung out of the Room all in Tears, 
| ſtruck with Horrour at ſuch an unheard of diſmal 
Accident. Her Mother, poor Soul, follow'd: me 
cloſe, catch'd me at the Door, and flung her ſelf at 
my Feet, melting into Tears, ſo that I cou'dn't but 
pity her : And truly I'm of Opinion, as a Man's For- 
tune riſes or falls, ſo is he up or down. She thus 
addreis d her ſelf to me: My dear Pamphilus, you're 
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: poor Girl's Reputation beſides. 


future. 
à a changeable Thing thou art! But my firſt Love has 
mur'd me to this Uſage ; I conquer d that by Rea- 
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an Eye-witneſs now of the Cauſe that made this un- 
happy Creature leave your Houſe : She was raviſh d 


ſome time ſince by an unknown Villain, and is now 
fled bither to hide her Shame from you and the 
World. | He wipes his Eyes.) But alas! the very 


remembrance of her earneſt Intreaties makes me melt 
afreſn. hatſoever Chance or Fortune (continued 
ſhe) has brought you hither at this juncture, by that 
we both conjure ye ( if we may in Equity and Fuſlice 
preſume ſo far) to bury and Ade; this Miſchance 
from the Eye of the World. If ever (dear Pamphi- 
lus) F ever you were ſenſible that ſhe had any Ten- 
derneſs for ye, in requital ſhe begs ye not to think 
that ſmall Favour too much to grant ber. As for 
taking her again, uſe your own Diſcretion: You're the 
only Perſon that knows of her Lying-in, and that the 
Child is none of yours; for, they ſay, you had nothing 
to do with her the firſt two Months; and after you 
had tis now ſeven, and uo more, Your Behaviour 
ſhews what your Thoughts are about it: Now, if it 
be poſſible (my Dear) I wiſh and endeavonr nothing 
more, than that her Lymg-in may be kept from her 


Father, and every Soul beſides: But ſhou'd it come 


out, it ſhall go for a Miſcarriage; I know none will 
think otherwiſe than what is moſt likely, that you are 
the the Father ont. The Child ſhall immediately be 
expos'd, and you neer the worſe fort; and by this 
means you cars ſuffer no Inconvenience, and ſecure the 
I paſs'd my 
Word, and am relolved to keep it; but for taking 
ot: again, I think it no ways for my Honour; nor 

ill Tdo't, though her Love and Converſation have 
a great Influence over me. I can't but weep, to 
think what a melancholy Life I muſt lead for the 
[Peeps] O Fortune, Fortune! what 


fon, and now I muſt endeavour to do the like 


Enter 


Wa - 


pA 
#6 % 
n F 
* 7 
' 8 . 
. 
of 
a . Ar 
_ Be 4 
* 1 * E 
31 2 4 
1 
N 3 I a 


4 


n er 4 Ry 


The MoTaHER-in-Law. 279 


Enter Parmeno, Sucia, and Porters, at a gr eat 

diſtance, with Trunks, P1rtmantean's, &Cc. 
hut yonder comes Parmeno with the reſt, there's 
no occaſion for him to be hereabouts at this time; 
for he's the only Perſon I made privy to my Beha- 
viour to my Wife,” when we firſt marry d. I fear 
ſhould he hear her frequent Shrieks, he'll diſcover 
her to be in Labour; I muſt ev'n ſend him on ſome 
Errand or other till all's over. 

Par. to Socia. ] Say ye ſo ? Had ye ſuch a wretched 
Voyage on't? Hah! 

Soc. In ſober Sadneſs, Parmeno, tisn't poſſible to tell 

She what a diſmal thing tis to be on Shipboard. 

Par. Indeed! 

Soc. Troth thou'rt a happy Fellow, little doſt thou 
know what Dangers thou eſcapeſt by keeping al- 
ways on dry ground. To paſs over other Hard- 
ſhip's, mark but this : Thirty long Days and Nights 

or more was I on Shipboard, expecting every, minute 
to be ſowc'd to the bottom of the Sea, twas ſuch 
plaguy ſtormy Weather * time, and the Wind a- 
gainſt us. 

Par. Abominable! 

Soc. So indeed J found it: In ſhort, if I knew I 
muſt go L rather than do't, upo my Soul I'd 
ſhew em a light pair of Heels fort. 

Par. Ay, old Boy, thou'ſt been ready for that ſport 
upon lighter Occaſions than this: But hold, | 
yonder's my Maſter Pampiilus before that Door, 

So all in, and Til ſtep to him, and ſee if he has any 
Buſineſs with me. 


Eren Socia and Porters. 

UW © Parmeno Joes to Pamphilus. 

Par. Are you here ſtill, Sir? 

Pam. Yes, I ſtay for you. 

Par. What's your Pleaſure? 
Pam. Vou muſt run as far as the Tower. 

Par. Who muſt? 

Pam. You muſt. : | 5 

7 | i | Far, 
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Par. As far as the Tower! For what pray, Sir? 

Pam. To find out one Callidemides my Landlord of 
Myconia, who came over in the ſame Veſſel with me. 

Par. S'death! I'll be ſworn this Maſter o mine has 
made a Vow, that if ere he got aſhore, he'd make 
me run my Heart out. [ Aſide. 

Pam, Why don't ye tir? 

Par. Muſt I fay any thing to him, or muſt I only 
give him the meeting ? 

Pam. Tell him I can't meet him to Day as I ap- 
pointed, that he mayn't ſtay to no purpoſe, Fly. 

Par. But Sir, I don't know what manner of Man 
he is. 1 
Pan, I'll tell ye how to know him preſently =——. 
He's a huge, Gery-factd, frizz1'd-crown'd fat Fellow, 
with wall-Eyes, and looks as if he'd fright ye. 

Par. afide.] 2. on him for a Son of a Wh—, 
[ Going off, turns back.] But ſuppoſe he ben't there, 
muſt I 25 till Night for him? 

Pam. Ay, ay: Run Sirrah. 

Par. I beg your Pardon for that, I'm quite foun- 


der d already. | [Exit hobbling. 


Pamphilus alone. 
HE's gone, Now what courſe ſhall poor I 
take? — — Pm at. a ſtrange loſs how to conceal Phi- 
lumena's Lying- in, as her Mother deſir'd me. I 


profeſs, I can't but pity the poor Woman. FI! do 
What I can, but ſtil 


Pl diſcharge my Duty to my 
Parents, for my Love muſt give way to my Obedi- 
ence. 

Enter Laches and Phidippus at ſome diſtance. 
But Lack- a- day, there's my Father and Mr. Phidip- 
pus together, They make this way too. 


I can't deviſe what to ſay to em, 


Lach. zo Phidippus. ] Didn't Fe tell me juſt now 
that your Daughter only waitcd Foſs Son's B 
home. 

Phid. Ves. 

Lach, J hear he's come, let her be brought home 
then, Pam. 
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Pam. 10 himſelf.] I can't imagine what excuſe 
to make to my Father for not taking her home a- 


in. 
Lach. over-hearing. ] What Voice is that ? 


Pam. to himſelf.] Yet I'm fully reſolved to keep 
firm to my firſt deſign. 

Lach. O here's the Man we were taking of. 

Pam. Your Bleſſing, Sir. 

Lach. I'm glad to ſee thee. 

Phid. Welcome home, Pamphilus; I'm alſo glad 
to {ee ye ſo {ound and luſty after your Voyage. 

Pam. I'm obliged to ye, Sir. 

Lach. Are ye bat juſt landed, Son? 

Pam. [uſt now, Sir. 

Tach. Well! and what has our Kinſman Phanie 
left us? Hah! 

Pam. Why really, Sir, he was a Man given up to 
his Pleaſures in his Life-time, and ſuch as he ſeldom - 
leaves much to their Heirs; . however they leave this 
Commencation behind em, that as long as they liv'd, 
they liv'd like Gentlemen. 

Lach. Then thou haſt brought nothing home but 
that pretty Sentence inſtead of an Eſtate. 


Pam. That little he has left, may do us ſome 
Kindneſs, 


Lach. Ah! none iy he 
were alive, and in health a 

Phid. Vou may ſafely Wiſh that : He $ paſt wiſh- 
ing for I dare ſwear I know which you would 
chuſe. 

Lach. ro Pamphiths: ] Yeſterday my Brother here 
ſent to deſire his Daughter might come to his Houſe. 
—— Say you did. 

[ Afe de to Phidippus, e him. 

Phid. ſoftly to Latches. ] Don't punch me {fo —— 


So I did [Aloud to Pamphilus. 
Lach. But now he'll ſend her home again. 
Phid. So I will. 


Pam. Sir, I know the whole buſineſs, how every 
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is has been manag'd fince I went. I heard the 
whole Story as ſoon as er I arriv'd. 
Lach. Hang thoſe envious Devils that were ſo offi- 
cious as to tell it ye. BED. In a paſſin. 
Pam. I'm ſure I took all poſſible care to avoid 
giving any of ye the leaſt offence: and had I a mind 
to't, I could here tell ye how faithful, loving, and 
kind I've been to her; but I had rather ye ſhould 
hear't from her own Mouth; for, by that means 
you'll the ſooner believe my good Nature, when 
the Relation comes from her that at preſent is ſo un- 
kind to me. Heaven's my Witneſs, I had no hand 
at all in this Difference : But fince ſhe thinks her 
ſelf too good to ſtoop to my Mother, when Modeſty 
might ha' taught her thave born with her Hu- 
mour ; and ſince there's no other way of compoſing 
the Difference, I muſt een part with either one 
or the other. But now, Mr. Phidippus, filial Duty 
obliges me to take my Mother's part before my 
JE - e | 
Lach. I am not * N Pamphilus, to find ye 
ſo ready to ſacrifice all to the Intereſts of your Pa- 
rents: But have a care you don't engage too far in 
this Quarrel. | | 
Pam. How can I engage my ſelf in a Quarrel a- 
inſt her that never ditoblig'd me in any thing, 
— on the contrary has obliged me in many things? 
I love her, honour her, and ſtil deſire with all 
my Soul to keep her: For I've always found her 
of a wonderful ſweet Temper towards me; there- 
fore I wiſh with all my Heart the may ſpend the 
' remainder of her days with, a more fortunate Huſ- 
band than me, ſince meer Neceſſity tears her from 
mee 5-124 - 7 | 
__ Phid. Tis in your own power to hinder that. 
Lach Take her home again, it you be wile. 
5 | [ Angrily. 
Pam. That's not my intention, Sir. 1 muſt now 
conſult my Mother's Intereſt. Exit Pamphilus. 


Lach. 


283 
Stay, ſtay, I fay.mo—_ 


The Mor Rin Law. 

Lach. Whither now ? 
Where are ye going? 

Phid. What Whim's this ?  [Sarlily, 

Lach. I told ye, Brother, how highly he'd reſent 
this; and therefore begg'd of ye to ſend home your 
Daughter in time. 

Phid. Sbud I didn't think he had been ſuch a Churl. 
Does he think Tl! go cringing with Cap in Hand to 
him? If he's diſpoſed to take home his Wife, well 
and good; it not, let him refund her Portion, pack 
off, and a F —— for him. [ In 4 buff. 
Lach. Look ye now, you're in as preat a Fume 
as he. | 

Phid. Pamphilus, You're grown mighty huffiſh 
methinks after your Voyage. | 

Lach. His anger will ſoon be over, tho' indeed he 
had ſome cauſe. | 

Phid. Becauſe, forſooth, you've got a little more 
Pelf fallen to ye, you ſwell ſo much upon't. 

Lach. What! You'll fall out with me too? 

. Phid. Let him conſider on't, and tell me to day, 
whether he'll have her or no; that if he won't ano- 
ther may. [Exit in a huff. 

. Laches alone. 

Stay Brother, hear me but one word. - ble's 
gone : But what's this to me? In ſhort, let em 
order their Matters as they pleaſe for me, ſince nei- 
their Brother nor Son will hear Reaſon, nor mind 
one Word I ſay, Ill turn all my Forces upo' my 
Wife, the Promoter of all this Miſchief, and dif- 
charge all that ſticks in my Stomach upon her. 

Exit Laches ; and as he goes off. 
Enter Myrrhina in diſorder. 

I'm euin'd! What ſhall Ido? Which way 
ſhall 1 turn my ſelf ——— Alas! What anſwer can 
I give my Husband? I'm pertwaded he heard the 
Child cry, which made him run ſo haſtily into my 
Daughter's Chamber, without faying a word. 
Should he find that ſhe's 7 Labour, I vow I can't 
he CE 
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device what excuſe to invent for the concealing of 
it. The Door goes. — I'm afraid he's upo the 
Scent after me. l'm no Woman of this World. 

* Enter Phidippus. | 

Phid. entring.] As ſoon as my Wife perceived I 
was going into my Daughter's Chamber, away ſhe 
flunk out o'doors. — But here ſhe is tho How 
now Wife? —| She ſeems not to ſee him.] Hark ye, 
*tis you I ſpeak to. 

Myr. Meaning me, my dear Husband ? 

Phid. J your Husband ! D'ye regard me as a Huſ- 
band, or fo much as a Man? For had ye eſteem'd 
me either one or tother ( Gentlewoman! ) you 
daren't ha made me ſuch a publick Scorn by your 
baſcneſs. | 

Mr. By what baſeneſs ? . 

Phid. By what? Isn't your Daughter brought 
to bed ?— Hah! are ye Tongue-ty'd now W 
Who's the Father, pray ? 

Myr. Is that a Queſtion for a Father to ax? 
Dear Heart, who d'ye think ſhou'd be but her own 
Husband ? "4 

P,id. I believe it, nor is it for a Father to think 
otherwiſe: But 'm amazed why ye ſhould fo care- 
fully keep all in hugger-mugger from us, efpecially 
when ſhe was delivered at full time, and all 
things were as they ſhou'd be. Cou'd ye be ſo dam- 
nably malicious, as to wiſh the poor Child's Death ; 
which you knew would be the occaſion of a more 
laſting Friendſhip between us, rather than ſuffer 
Man and Wife to live together contrary to your 
croſs- grand Humour. I took it to be wholly 
their Fault, but now 1 find tis all long of you. 

Ayr, I'm a miſerable Creature. N 

Phid. Would J were ſure othat, == It novwy comes 
freſh into my mind, what you formerly ſaid on this 
ſubje&, when the Match was firſt made. You pro- 
feſs d, for ſooth, that you cou'dn't away with a Son- 
ir-Law that kept his Wenches, and lay abroad whole 
Nights together. RE 
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Myr. J had rather he ſhould ſuſpect any thing i'th* 
World, than gueſs at the true Cauſe. [ Alide. 
Phid. 1 knew that he kept a Miſtreſs ( Madam 


Wife!) long before you did, but I never counted that 


ſuch a mighty Fault in a young Man; for 'tis what 
we are all born with, but the time will quickly come 
when he'll hate himſelf for't: But you, I ſee, are ſtill 

the ſame, and could ne'er be at quiet till you had part- 
ed 'em and nulld the Marriage, cauſe twas of my 
making. Now tis plain how rarely you ſtood at- 
fected to the Match. | 

Myr. Can ye ſuppoſe me ſo baſe and cruel to my 
oven Fleſh and Blood, if this Match had been to our 
advantage ? | | 

Phid. Piſh! you able to foreſee or judge what's to 
our advantage ! *tmay be ſomebody inform'd you that 
they ſaw him going to, or coming from his Miſtreſs ; 
and what of all that, if he did it privately, and bus 
ſeldom? Isn't it more handſome for us to wink at 


fuch Failings, than blaze em abroad, and get nothing 


but ill-will to our ſelves by the Bargain? For, could 
he io ſuddenly draw his Affections from one as he 
has lov'd fo many Years, I ſhou'dn't count him a 
Man, nor think him haif ſtanch and conſtant enough 
for my Daughter. , | 

Myr. Good Husband, no more of the young Man, 
nor ot my pretended Faults neither: Go and meet him 


privately, and ask him whether he'll take home his 


Wife or no; if he fays yes, ſend her away; if not, I 
think I've taken a wiſe courſe with my Daughter. 
Phid. If he wou'dn't receive her, and you knew 
him in fault, Wife, I wasn't far off, pray why was 
not I conſulted withal? This mads me to the Heart, 
to find that ye dare do ſuch a thing without my leave. 
I charge ye, upon your Lite, not to let the Child fir 
out of the Houle. But what a Blockhead am 1, 
to think ſhe'll mind what I Gy: II go in my ſelf, 
and ſtrictly charge my Servants to let no-body carry it 
away. | [Exit Thidippus. 
| FP 2 Mye, 
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Myrrhina alone. | 

Let me die if I don't believe I'm the unhappieſt 
Woman i'th* World. In good truth, I plainly fore- 
ſee how extreamly ill he'd take it if he knew all, 
ſince he's ſo very angry for that little he does know, 
nor can imagine how to alter his Reſolution. 
And this is the only Evil that cou'd have betaln me 
after all my other Diſaſters, if I ſhould be forc'd to 
bring up a Child we don't know the Father of. For 
when my Daughter was raviſh'd *twas ſo dark ſhe 
cou'dn't diſcern his Face, nor yet get any token from 
him, whereby to diſcover him afterwards; only 
when the Fellow left her, he forc'd a Ring off her 
Finger. Upon the whole matter, I'm ſtrangely a- 
fraid Mr. Pamphilus, when he comes to hear we 
bring up another Man's Child inſtead of his, will no 
longer conceal what we delire him to keep private. 
| Exit Myrrhina, 


The End of the Third Act. 
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Ae r IV. 


Enter Soſtrata and Pamphilus; Laches 
comes to the Door and obſerves em. 


Soſt. en- J Know well enough, Pamphilus, you 
tring. ſuſpect twas long of my Humours 
that your Wife left us, diſſemble the matter as much 
as you pleaſe; but may I never obtain Mercy, nor 
enjoy that Comfort from ye I expect, if &er to my 
Knowledge I did any thing that would give her any 
Diſguſt againſt me. I always believ'd you reſpected 
me, but now you ha' given certain Proof of it, for 
your Father has been telling me within how far you 
Prefer my Reputaticn to your Love. And now I 
geſign to return you the like Compliment, and let 
| | he 
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8 know how highly I eſteem ſuch Dutifulneſs. | 
lieve, my dear Son, 'twill be better for both your 
Satisfaction and my Reputation, if 1 retire into the 
Country with your Father, as I've fully reſolved, fo 
my Preſence will be no Eye- ſore to you, nor any 
Pretence for your Wite's ſtaying away. 

Pam. Pray, Madam, what d ye mean by this? 
Shall her ſilly Freaks drive you into the Country? It 
muſt not be, nor can I endure to have the envious 
World tay, Twas done through my Wilfulneſs, and 
not your Good-narure: Beſides, I wou'dn't for e er 
fo much have ye, upon my account, baniſlid the en- 
joy ment of your Friends, Relations, and all the Di- 
verſions of the Town, 

Soſt. Truly Son, I've nov but little reliſh of theſe 
| Enjoyments. Time was indeed when I had my fill 
of em, but now I'm quite weary of thoſe Gambe's, 
At preſent my chief Care is to keep my Age trom 

being a Burden to others, that ſo they mayn't wiſh 
for my End. Here I find I'm deſpisd without cauſt, 
and tis time to retreat: By this means, I fancy, I 
ſhall cut off all cauſe of Dilcontenr, clear my ſelf of 
hard Suſpicions, and humour em all; therefore pray 
let me avoid thoſe Scandals we Women generally 
lie under. 
Pam. How happy am ] upon all accounts, were it 

not for this, fince I have ſuch a Mother, and ſuch a 
Wife! Alide. 

Soſt. Good dear Boy, as the Caſe ſtands, try to make 
ſhift with one Inconveniency ; it other things go ac- 
cording to your mind, and your Wife is as J take her 
to be, grant me this one Requeſt, my Child, and have 
her home. 

Pam. Ah! I'm very unhappy. 

. Soft. And I too: for I'm as much concern'd at it as 
you can be, my dear Child, for the Soul of ye, 

Laches appears, and goes up to em. 

Lach. So Wife, I overheard all your Diſcourſe juſt 

by here, 'Tis Policy to comply freely with the Oc- 
P 3 calion, 
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caſion. when you know Force wou'd follow elſe. 
Soft. May it ſucceed well. | 
Lach. March into the Country then, and there we'll 
both bear with one another's Humours. 
Soſ?. I hope we ſhall. | 


Lach, Go in then, and pack up what things you'll - 


have occaſion for. Im fit. 
Soſßt. I ſhall obey your Orders. [ Exit Soſtrata. 
Pam. But, Sir! | Concernedly. 
Lach. Well, Pamphilus. ; | 
Pam. Will ye ſend my Mother into the Country? 
By no means. 7 2 
Lach. Why not ? | 
Pam. Becauſe, Sir, as yet I'm not reſolv'd what to 
do with my Wife. | | 77 0 
Lach. Row! What ſhould ye do but take her home 
again? 

* aſide.] That I wou'd with all my Heart, 
and can hardly perſwade my ſelf not to do't: But I 
not break one jot o' my Meaſure, but e' en take that 
courſe I think moſt convenient. [To Laches ] I 
prefume, Sir, they'll be better Friends if ſhe ſtays 
where ſhe is. | 5 

Lach. That's more than you know; however tis 
not a Pin matter to you whether they be Friends or 

Foes, when once your Mother's out o' the way: The 
truth on't is, we old Folks are no good Company to 
you young ones; and therefore we had een as good 
go our way. In ſhort, Pamthilus, your Mother and 
I are become By-wordst'ye, The Old Man, and The 
Old Woman. — But yonder comes my Brother in the 
critical Minute, let's give him the meeting. 


Enter Phidippus at the other end of the Stage, 
Laches moves towards him. 

Phid. to Philumena within. ] Troth Daughter, I'm 
angry with you, and very much too, for in ſober Sad- 
reis t was a very ſcurvy Trick; though your Mother's 
forcing ye be your Pretence, yet I'm ſure ſhe had no 
fych Excuſe, | ; | Lach, 
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Tach. O Brother, you're come at the beſt time 
Pth' World. 
Phid. Why ſo? | 
Pam. What Anſwer ſhall I give em, or how be able 
to keep this Secret ? | | [ Aſrde. 
Lach. You may tell your Daughter my Wite's going 
into the Country, ſo ſhe needn't be afraid to come 
home to her Husband. 
Phid. Poh! your Wife's innocent of all, tis mine 
that's the Broacher of all this, _ 
Pam. Nay, then the Cate is alter'd. { Ajr.!e. 
P)hid. — And has caus'd all this ado, Mr. Laches, 
Pam. Let em cauſe what ado they plcaſe, ſo I don't 
take her home again. [ Ajide, 
Phid. Now, Pamphilus, 1 wiſh nothing more, if it 
can be brought about, than that there may be a laſting 
Alliance between us. If you're of another mind, pray 
take the Child however. 
Pam. He knows of that too; I'm paſt all Hope. : 
| [ 434e, 
Lach. The Chi'd! Prithee what Child? [Haſtily, 
Phid. Why, we have a Grandion, Brother; for 
my Daughter, when ſhe left your Houſe, was big it 
ſeems, and I nc'er ſo much as knew of her Breeding ' 
till now. | 
Lach. Good, in troth, as I'm an honeſt Man; I'm 
heartily glad tis born, and your Daughter well. — — 
But what a ſtrange fort of a Woman is your Wife 
Pam ! what odd kind of Fancies ſhe has about her, 
ſo long to keep things in the dark from us! 1 vow I 
can't jay how unhandſom it looks. . 
Phid. Truly, Brother, I'm as little pleas'd at the Pro- 
ceedings as you. | 
Pam. My Mind was in ſuſpenſe before, but now 
tis fix d, ſince ſhe's to bring a Brat with her that's 
none of mine. | „ 
Lach. Come, come Pam, tis too late to ſtand ſhall 
I, ſhall I. | 
Fain, Im ruin d [D Aſide. 
P 4 Lach. 
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Lach. T've often wiſhd for that happy Day of ha- 
ving one to call you Father: Tis come at laſt, Heavens 


be prais d. 
Pam. Beyond Redemption. [ Afede. 
Lach Take home your Wite, without any 


more grumbling. | 

Pain. Truiy, Sir, had ſhe been minded to have had 
Children by me, or to have been ſtill my Wife, 'm 
certain ſhe'd ne'er have conceal'd what I underſtand 
the has. Now, ſince J plainly ſee ſhe has withdrawn 
her Love from me, I don't believe we ſhall ever agree 
wel! hercafter; why then ſhould I take her again? 

Lach. Pho! the young Girl did all by her Mothers 
perſuaſion: And, is that ſuch a ſtrange thing? D'ye 
expect to tind any Woman i'th' World without their 
Faults? Have not Men their Failings too? 

Phid. Well, look to't your ſelves » both of ye, 
whether ye think to have her or leave her: I can't an- 
ſwer for all that my fooliſh Wife does; for my own 
part, do what you will, you ſhan't find me unrea- 
lonable on either ſide : Mean time what ſhall we do 
with the Child? | 

Lach. A wile Query in troth! Let the Buſineſs go 
which way it will, ſend the Child hither, ſince tis 
his, that we may nurſe it as ours. 

Pam. Shall I bring up that Child that the Mother 
takes no Care of? 

Lach, What's that you ſay ? Not bring it up, Pam- 
philus? Goodnow, ſhall we make away with't 
Why this is downright Madneſs; upo my Life I 
can hold no longer. Now you force me to ſay - 
what I wou'dn't have faid before your Father-in- 
Law. [ Pamphilus weeps. Dye think I don't 
know what all this Sniveling, and what all this Diſ- 
order means ? —— In another Tone, | Firſt ye 
pretended, Tou cor'dn't have her home, becauſe of 
your Mother; ſhe promiſes to leave the whole Houſe 
to your ſelves: Since that Excuſe won't hold good 
now, foriooth, The Child's born without your _ 

| ledge. 
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ledge. You 're mightily miſtaken if ye think I don't 
know what you hanker after, How long did I 
wink at your keeping a Miſs, in hopes at laſt of 
bringing ye over to a Wife ? How patiently did I 
bear your laviſh Expences that way? I ply'd ye, I 
entreated ye to marry, told ye 'twas high time, and 
by much perſuaſion you did. Then you obey'd me, 
as your Duty oblig'd ye to do; but now you're in 
with your Whore again, and, to pleaſure her, will 
ruine your Wife. I plainly ſee you are relapſing in- 
to your old courſe of Debaucheries. [ Angrily. 

Pam. Who I, Sir? 

Lach, Yes, you; and let me tell ye, 'tis baſe to in- 
vent ſhams to quarrel with your Wite, that when 
once ſhe's out of tight, you may the better live with 
your Strumpet. Your Wife was ſenſible of this, or 
what reaſon had ſhe to leave the Houſe elle ? 

_ Phid. He has hit upon't, certainly that's the reaſon. 

Pam. If you pleaſe, Sir, I'll give it upon Oath, 
that tis nothing ſo as you imagine. 

Lach. For ſhame take home your Wife then, or give 
us a better reaſon why you won't. 

Pam. Tis not convenient at this time. 

Lach. Take care of the Child then, that I hope is in 
no fault; we'll conſider of the Mother afterwards, 

Pam. walking on one ſide.] I'm miſerable on ail 
ſides: my Father has ſo woefully gravel'd me, that 1 
know not ho to turn my felt. . I'll ev'n ſtep 
out of the way, tince I thall do but little Good by 
my being here. I believe they'll hardly bring up the 
Child without my Order, eſpecially ſince my Mother- 
in-Law will ſecond me in the thing. i Aſide 

| Pamphilus ſtands off. 

Lach. D'ye ſteal away? What! give us no direct 
Anſwer ? D'ye think he isn't crach-brain'd ?—— 
Well, tis no matter, Brother; ſend the Child tome, 
and I'll bring him up. 

Phid. With all my Heart. I don't wonder if his 


Wife ben't pleas d with theſe fine doings; Wom: mar- 
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fretful pieces, and can't away with ſuch Affronts. 
This is the cauſe of their Quarrel; my Wife told 
me on't her ſelf, but I wou'dn't mention it before him, 
nor would I believe it at firſt, but now tis as clear as 
the Sun; I perceive now he's a downright Marriage- 
hater. 


Lach. What ſhou'd I do !!th' Caſe? What wou'd 
ye adviſe me to ? | 
_ Phid. What? why, firſt IT think 'tis beſt for us to 
go to his Miſs : Let us firſt diſcourſe her calmly, then 
charge her home ; and if that won't do, let us threat- 
en her ſeyerely, if ever ſhe has any thing more todo 
with your Son. 
Lach, I' follow your Advice —— [ Goes towards 
his own Houſe. ] Soho, within there <———_— 
Enter a Boy. 
Step over to my Neighbour Bacchis, and tel] her I'd 
{pcak with her preſently. [Exit Boy.] And I muſt 
defire you, Brother, to ſtand by me in this Buſineſs. 
P-Iid. Ah, Sir, I've often told ye, and am ſtill of 
the ſame Mind, that I deſire nothing ſo much as that 
the Alliance between us may be laſting, if it be poſ- 
ble to bring it about, and I hope we ſhall do it. 
But, would you have me here when ſhe comes? 
Lach. No; you may go and provide a good Nurſe 
for the Child. | Exit Phidippus. 
Enter Bacchis on the other ſide of the Stage, with 
two N aiting-maids, and Laches's Boy, | 
Pac. entring.] I'll be ſworn 'tis no ſmall Matter 
that makes Mr. Laches ſend to ſpeak with me now; 
but, in troth, I'm mightily miſtaken if I don't gueſs 
at the Buſineſs. | | 
Lach. to himelf. ] I muſt take ſpecial care that my 
Paſſion don't hinder me from gaining upon her ac- 
cording as I with, nor make me do that in haſte 
wh.ch 1 may repent at leiſure.— I'll accoſt her 
Mrs. Bacchis, your Servant. | 
Fac. Yours, good Mr. Laches. Exit Boy. 
Tach. Troth, I don't queſt on but you ſomewhar 
wonder why, I ſeat to ſpeak With ye. Bae. 
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Bae. And really when I conſider my ſelf, I am a- 
fraid, leſt the Scandal of my Trade ſnoud be to my 
prejudice ; for, as to my behaviour in it, I defie the 
World, 

Lach. If it be ſo, you've no reaſon to be afraid of 
me, Woman; for I'm of thoſe Years, that a falſe 
ſtep is not ſo eaſily pardonable in me, therefore am the 
more cautious to do nothing raſhly. If both now and 
ever you do what you can juſtifie, twould be very 
unhandſome in me to do ye any Injury,. and very 
unjuſt, ſince you don't deſerve it. 

Bac. Upon my Word I'm extreamly oblig'd to ye 
for that; tor, after an Injury's done, begging of one's 
Pardon is but ſmall Amends. But pray, Sir, your 
Pleafure. | 

Lach, 1 hear you entertain my Son Pamphilus—— . 

Bac. interrupting.] Sir, | 
Tach. Hear me out. Before he married, I 
wink'd at your Amours. Here Bacchis is go- 
ing to ſpeak. ]- Hold, I han't ſpoke all my Mind 
yet.— Now he's married, you'd do well to look 
out a more conſtant Lover in time; for Pamphilus 
will not always ha' the ſame Inclinations, nor troth 
you the {ame Beauty. 

Bac. Pray, Sir, who reports this ? 

Lach, His Mother-in-Law. 

Bac. That I entertain him ? 

Lach. Yes, you: For that reaſon ſhe has taken 
home her Daughter, and would privately have made 
away the Child ſhe has by him. | 

Bac. Sir, if I knew any thing more ſacred than an 
Oath to convince ye, I'd freely offer it t'ye, that I 
had never any thing to do with your Son ſince he 
married, 

Lach, Thou art a dainty fine Girl: But, can ye. 
gueſs what further Favour I'd deſire of ye? | 

Bac. What is it, good Sig ? 

Lach. Only to juſtPep in there, [ Pointing to Phi- 
dippus's Houſe ] and offer. the Women within upon 
Oath to latisae them, and clear your ſelf of all. Bac. 
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Bac. Ill obey you, Sir; but in good earneſt, there's, 
never a one in my Circumſtances would have don't, 
or ſhown her Face before a young-married Woman 
upon ſuch an account: But I ſcorn to ſee your Son 
ſcandaliz d upon a falſe Story, or be undeſervedly 
thought inconſtant by ſuch as ſhould have a better 
Opinion of him. He has done me many a good turn, 
and now I'll do him one | 3 

Lach. Your ſmooth Tongue has made me conceive 
a more favourable Opinion of ye; for *twasn't only 
their Surmizes, but I thought as bad of ye my ſelf 
too.. Since I've now found ye otherwiſe than 
we took ye to be, pray ſee that you prove ſtill the 
ſame, and you may find a Friend of me: but, if ye 
don't, —— Well, I ſay no more for fear of diſoblig- 
ing ye.—This Ill adviſe ye, that you'd rather try what 
J can do as your Friend, than as your Enemy. 

Bac. I'll do my beſt, Sir, to fatishe ye. 

Ent er at & diſtance Phidippus with a Nurſe 
Phid. to the Nurſe. ] I won't ſee ye want any thing, 
but you ſhall ha' treely what my Houſe will afford ; 
but when you've eat and drank ſufficiently, pray let 
the Child fuck its Belly full. [ Exit Nurſe. 

Tach. See, there comes our Son's Father-in-Law : 
He has got him a Nurſe for the Child. Brother; 
here's Mrs. Bacchis {wears by all the Gods. 

| Phid. Is that ſhe? 

Lach. Yes. . 

Pbid. Troth theſe ſort of Creatures care little for 
the Gods, and the Gods as little tor them. 

Bac. Take my Servants here, rack the Truth out 
of them if yep.caſe. The Buſineſs is now on foot, 
and I'm oblig'd to reconcile Mr. Pamphilus and his 
Lady; which if I do, I ſhall get me Credit enough 
by being the only Perion of my Profeſſion that would 
dave undertaken ſuch a Buſineſs. 

Lach. to Phidippus, walkmg on one fide. } I find 
upon examination that our Wives were mightily out 
i cheir Conjectues: Howeper, let's make uſe of 
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this Woman now, for when your Wife once pe r- 
ceives her Miſtake, ſhe'll quickly be pacified ; but if 
Pamphilus be angry cauſe his Wife was brought to 
Bed privately, that's a Trifle, he'll ſoon be fatisfied : 
And, E'dad, I can ſee nothing in this buſineſs that's 
worth falling out about. 

Phid. Troth, wou'd it were ſo as you ſay. 

Lach. Examine her your felf, ſince ſhe's here, ſhell 
ſatisfie ye, I'll engage for't. | 
Phid. What need all this? Don't ye know my Mind 
already this Matter? Let her but ſatisfie the Women 
and I'm content. 

Lach. goes to Bacchis.] Troth, Mrs. Bacchis, I 
muſt defire ye to be as good as your word to me. 

Bas. Would ye have me go in, Sir, about this buſi- 
nefs ? 

Lach. Yes; and ſatisfie them, that they may believe 
it too. 

Bac. I will, Sir; but I am ſure to be no welcome 
Gueſt there: For a. young Woman, parted from her 
Husband upo' this account, is a mortal Enemy to a a 
Courteſan. 

Lach. They'll be your Friends, when once they 
| know on what Errand you are come, 

Phid. I'll paſs my word for that too, when they 
come to know your Buſineſs: For you'll clear them 
of a Miſtake, and your ſelf of all Suſpicion. 

Bac, Alack-a-day, I'm ſo aſham'd to look Madam 
Philumena i' th' Face. To her Maids.] Come 
both of ye after me. | 

Exeunt Phidippus, Bacchis, with her two Maids. 

| | Laches alone. | 

What could I have wiſh'd for more than what has 
happened to this Woman, that ſhe might procure her 
ſelf Friends without coſting her any thing, and do 
me a kindneſs into the Bargain? For if in reality ſhe 
has withdrawn her ſelf from Pamphilus, it will be 
very much to her Intereſt, Reputation and im _ 
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tal Honour. For this one Act will for ever oblige 


my Son, and gain her our Friendſhip. - 
[Exit Laches, 


The End of the Fourth Act. 


* * U N UN UN d „ n e e 


Aer V. 
Enter Parmeno at a diſtance. 


* Conſcience, this Maſter o mine counts my 
Labour worth nothing; he wou'dn't elſe ha' 
ſent me thus upon a Fool's Errand as far as the Tower, 
Where I've loyter'd away a whole day in gaping 
for Callidemides, the Myconian Friend. There did 1 
ſit all day like a Simpleton, asking every body that 
came by, Pray, Sir, {aid I, are you a Myconian ? No, 
ſays he. Is your Name Callidemides? quoth I. No, 
quoth he: Are you acquainted with one Mr. Pam- 
philus? All anſwered i'th' Negative. O' my Sou! 
there's no ſuch Man in the World. Faith, at laſt I was 
damnably out o'Countenance, and fairly flunk aWay.— 

Enter Bacchis and her Maid. 

But what's the meaning of Bacchis's coming out of 
our Father-in-Law's? What has ſhe to do there? 

Bac. O Parmeno! You cou'dn't come in a better 
time. You muſt run for your Maſter Tumpbilus: in 
all haſte. 

Par. What for? 

Bac. Tell him, Id pray him to ſtep. hither a little. 

Par, To you, Madam? 

Bac. No, to his Lady. 

Par, What's to do there? 

Bac. Nothing about you; therefore. don't be ſo in- 

quiſitive. | 
Par. ; 
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Par. Muſt I fay nothing ele? ; 
Bac. Yes; tell him that Madam Myrrhina chal- 
lenges the Ring he formerly ga me, and ſays twas 
her Daughter's. | 
Par. I underſtand ye: Does the buſineſs require 
ſuch haſte ? 
Bac. Yes, indeed: He'll be here in a trice, when 
you tell him of it. What are you aſleep? 
Par. Not in the leaſt; nor I ſuppoſe an't like to 
day; for I ha' ſpent it already in running and trapeſing 
all ore the Town. | 


Bacchis alone. 

What great ſatisfaction has my coming procur'd 
Mr. Pamphilus to day? How many Bleſſings have I 
brought him? And how many troubles have I freed 
him from ? I have faved him a Son, which his Wife, 
his Mother, and he were thinking to make away 
with; recovered him a Loving Wife, whom he was 
Juſt upon caſting-off, and cleared him from the un- 
juſt Suſpicions of both his Fathers. This 1s the 
Ring. { ſhewing a Ring on her Hand] that has pro- 
cured him all this good Fortune, For now I re- 
member, about nine Months ago, he comes one E- 
vening alone to my Houſe, much out of Breath, and 
much in Drink: It almoſt put me into a Fit; Prithee 
my dear Pam. (ſaid I ) for Love's ſake, why ſo ſtrange- 
ly diſordered ? Where got ye this Ring? Prithee tell 
me. He pretended to mind ſomething elſe; at that 
I grew more ſuſpicious, and urg'd him to. tell me: 
At laſt my Gentleman confeſles, That coming along 
the Street he had forced a young Woman he knew not; 
and in ſtruggling took the Ring from her, Myrrhina 
ſpy d it juſt now on my Finger, and asked me how I 
came by't? I told her the whole Story; upon which 
out came the Diſcovery, that Philumena was the 
Party he made bold with, and this the Child he got. — 
In troth, I'm glad 1 ſhould be the occaſion of ſo much 
Joy to him, though others of! my Trade would ne- 
ver ha' been ſo; for it never makes for our Intereſt * 

| 10. 
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to have our Sparks fond of Matrimony : But upon 
my Honeſty, the ſmell of a little Pelf ſhall never make 
me to do a baſe thing. Indeed, I had a very free, 
Jolly, pleaſant Spark of him, whilſt it was allowable; 
and this Match happen'd ill for me, I muſt needs fay : 
But my comfort is, I've done nothing, that I know 
of, to deſerve {o great a Misfortune. *Tis but ju- 
ſtice to bear ſome Inconveniencies from him , that 
has been ſo good a Friend to me. 
Enter Pamphilus and Parmeno at 4 diſtance. 

Pam. zo Parmeno. ] Go, Parmeno, have a 
care you give a clear and evident Proof of this Buſi- 
neſs; and that you don't, only for a moment, make 
me believe my ſelf extreamly happy. 

Par. That Care's over. 

Pam. For certain 

Par. Ves, for certain. 

Pam. I'm in Heaven it it be ſo. 

Par. You'll find it fo, I'll warrant ye. | 

Pam. Prithee, not ſo faſt.— I'm afraid you tell 
me one thing, and I think *tis another. 
Par. Well, Sir. 5 ä 

Pam. I think you told me that my Mother Aßyr- 


»hina diſcovered her own Ring upon Bacchis's Fin- 
ger. | 


Par. Right. 


am. And the very ſame I formerly preſented 
to her, and 'twas ſhe bad ye run, and tell me ont: 


Wasn't it? 


Par. Yes, ſhe did. 

Pam. Who alive then is a happier and finer Fel- 
low than I? what reward muſt I beſtow on thee tor 
this kind Meſſage? What fſhallI? What? I can't i- 
magine. | £6 

Far. But I can, Sir. 
Pam. Prithee what? | | | 

Par. Juſt nothing at all: For I can't ſee any thing 
either in the Meſſage or Meſſenger that will turn to 


Four Advantage. 


Fam. 
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Pam. Shall I ſuffer thee to go unrewarded, that 
haſt reſcued me from the Jaws of Death, and brought 
me to Life again? Surely thou canſt not think me 
ſo ungrateful. But hold! there walks Bacchis 
before their Door, waiting for me I fancy, == ULI 
go to her. | 4 

Pamphilus goes up to Bacchis, Parmeno keeps 
his diſtance. 

Bac. Mr. Pamphilus, your Servant. . 

Pam. Bacchis! My ſweet Bacchis ! Thou haſt 
made me, my Dear! | 

Bac. There's good News for you, Sir, and I'm 
keartily glad on't. 

Pam. Your Actions ſpeak it. I fee you are ſtill 
Miſtreſs of your old pleaſant way ſo, that your Pre- 
ſence, Diſcourſe. and Converſation will always be 
charming, where'er you go. 

Bac. And you, Sir, as I hope for Mercy, are ſtill 
Maſter of your old ſweet Temper, and pleaſant Hu- 
mour : The World can't ſhew a more accompliſh'd 
Gentleman than you, Mr. Pamphilus. 

Pam. Ha—— hf he. This to me Bacchis ? 
Bac. You have made an excellent choice of a Wife, 
Mr. Pamphilus; I never, that I know of, ſaw her till 
now: I vow, ſhe's a lovely Creature. 
Pam. Are ye in earneſt? 

Bac. Let me periſh, Sir, if I ben't. 

Pam. But pray did ye tell my Father any thing of 
this buſineſs? | 

Bac. Not a Word. 

Pam. Nor need ye, not ſo much as a Syllable: 1 
don't deſire this ſhould prove like a Comedy, where 
the whole Plot is diſcover'd to ev'ry Body. Here on- 
ly thoſe that ſhou'd, know all ; but thoſe that ſhou'd 
not, know nothing, but ſhall fill be 1th' dark. 

Bac. Nay, more, I'll give a further Argument how 
eaſie tis to conceal it, for Madam Myrrhina told her 
Husband, ſhe was ſatisfied with my Depoſitions, and 
beliey'd you innocent. . 


Pam. 
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Pam. Beſt of all: I hope all things will ſucceed 
according to our wiſhes. 

Par. comes behind and plucks his Maſter. ] Pray, 
Sir, mayn't I know what good Office I've done ye 
to day? and what you two are debating upon? 

Pam. No, Sirrah. 5 

Par. But J gueſs tho. I reſcue him from the 
Jaws of Death? How did I do that? [ Aſide. 

Pam. Little doſt thou think, Parmeno, what a 
piece of Service thou'ſt done me to day; and from 
what Troubles thou haſt freed me. 

Par. Your Pardon for that, Sir, I know't well e- 
nough, and did it on purpoſe. [I Faxningly. 

Pam. So] fancy. 

Par. D'ye think poor Parmeno ſhall let a day go 
over his Head without obliging his Friends? 

Pam. Come on then, honeſt Parmeno. 

Par. III follow ye, Sir. | 

Exeunt Pamphilus and Bacchis with her Maids, 

[ He turns to the Spectators. | | 

By my Soul, Gentlemen, I've done. more good to 
day, without knowing it, than ever I did deſignedly 
in all my Life. I hope we ha' plcas'd ye. 


[ Exif, 


The End of the MoTazRinLaw, 


45 


* & ; " * 
* 0 * 
* 


RE- 


[301] 


e 
KN 88 33 


REMARKS 


UPON 


TERENC E' Comediad; 
EEE TEES TT ELSE: 


Remarks upon the Fair AN DRIAN. 
A0x-1. 
P AGE 1. Line 7, 8. You'd ha' Care taken of 


theſe things.] Nempes ut curentur recte hac. 
The Word Curentur is thought by ſome to 
be a Term proper to Cookery, but where Authors 
differ in this as alſo in other places, we make uſe of 
general Words to avoid Errors. 


Pag. 3. Line 27. The Fool's noos'd, he is ſmitten. ] 
Certe captus eſt, habet. This is an Alluſion to the 
conſtant Phraſe of the Gladiators, and conſequently - 
che beauty of it is loſt in our Language. 


Page 


302 REMARKS. 


Page 4. Line 3, 4, For he that has to do with 
ſuch fort of Cattle. | Nam qui cum ingeniis Conflitatur 
ejuſmodi. This Conflictatur is a word very fine and 
ſignificant, admirably alluding to all the Shocks and 
Aſſaults that a good-natur'd Man is expos'd to in bad 
Company, and cannot be eaſily render'd into Engliſh, 


Page 5. Line31. For had you blam'd him for ſu- 
wing her out of the Flames, what would ye ha done 
F he had thrown her in?] Nam ſi illum objurges, 
vitæ qui auxilium tulit, quid facias illi, qui dederit 
damnum aut malzm ? This Sentence is ſo odd, as 
will hardly admit of an accurate Tranſlation without 
too much flatneſs ; therefore we have rather kept to 
the Author's Deſgn, than to the cloſe Signification 
of the Words. e | | 


Page 8. Line 17. And you ſent to Bridewel.] In 
piftrinum, into the Grinding-houſe ; That being then 
the moſt common Puniſhment for Slaves. Our cal- 
ling of it Bridewel, is only the changing of a Cuſtom, 
by the ſame reaſon that we afterwards call Forum, the 
Change, and alſo Piazza, becauſe twas a Publick 
Place of Commerce and Reſort. The like Liberty 
we have taken in other Places, | 


Page 9. Line 17, 18. They're reſolv'd to bring it 
up.] Decreverunt Tollere The Word Tollere ſigniſies 
taking off the Ground: This being an Alluſion to a 
common Cuſtom in thoſe days of expoſing their 
Children, therefore has more in it than a Tranſlati- 
on can expreſs. | 


Page 10. Line 34. Some damnable Roguery i th 
bottom on t.] Aliquid monſiri alunt. That is, the 
Woman has got ſome monſtrous Imperfection, as a 
IWooden Leg, ſome foul Diſeaſe, or the like, which 
her Friends very induftrioufly ſmother. Some think 
that this is a Proverbial Alluſion; the 8 

: wW * 


———U— . 5 —— — 2 — tl 


1 


whereof we have loſt; but that we leave to Cri- 
ticks. 


Page 12. Line 17. My Pamphilus! you ſee, &c.] 
Mi Pamphile ! Hhujus formam, &c. Theſe dozen Ver- 
ſes in the Original may ſerve to give the Reader a 
Taſte of our Author's Excellency in moving the Paſ- 
ſions whenever there is occaſion, | 


ACT: 


"Tis obſerv'd that Charine and Byrrhie were ad- 
ded by our Author, and not taken from Menander; 
or elſe Philumena muſt have went unprovided, and 
ſo have given ſome diſguſt to the Audience. This 
under Plot of Charine does not only ſer ve to make all 
end well, but alſo to haſten the ain Plot; and keep 
the Stage from Languiſhing. 


Page 17. Line 7. Never a Governant. ] Matronam 
nullam. Matrona was a Perſon that always aſſiſted 
in Weddings, and had a particular Employment a- 


bout the Bride, as the Arzſpex had about the Bride- 


groom. Non-obſervance of old Cuſtoms are allow- 
able in Tran{lations of this nature. 


Page 18. Line 27. So that you needn't break 4 
Fot of your own Meaſures for fear of his altering his 
Mind.] Nec tu ea cauſa minueris hac que facis, ne is 
mutet ſuam Sententiam, Tis a very hard Paſſage, 
therefore we have done it in as general terms as we 
cou'd; perhaps, You muſin't leave your old ways, leſt 


Chremes ſhould have a better Opinion of ye, might 


be ijomewhat more intelligible, 
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Acr III. 


Page 23. Line 8, 9. Your Farce wasn't well tim'd 
Ar. Rogue. | Non fot Commode diviſa ſunt tempori- 
bus tibi, Dave, hec. This is an Alluſion to the 
Theatre, and is the ſame as if he had ſaid, Your In- 
cidents were not well prepar d. The Tranſlation 
comes ſhort of the Original, becauſe the Rules of the 
Stage were then more ſtrictly obſerv d. 


Ibid. Line 28. In the firſt place let her be well 
bath'd. It was their conſtant Cuſtom in Greece, for 
a Lying-in-Woman to be immediately put into a 
Bath, 


Page 3o. Line 17. What d'ye deſerve for your 
Pains? | Quid meritus? This is an Alluſion to the 
Athenian Cuſtom of ſaying, Quid meritus to Con- 
demned Per ſons, whoſe Pains were augmented or 
diminiſhed according to the Anſwer they gave, thero- 
fore the Grace of this Expreſſion is quite loft in our 
Language. | 


A-CT . 


Page 35. Line 38. Take ſome of thoſe Herbs there.] 
Ex Ara hinc (ume Verbenas tibi. It was uſual for 
the Athenians to have an Altar at the corner of each 
Street, daily covered over with freſh Herbs, and accor- 
ding to all probability, the ſame Altar that was meant 
here. But this ſame Word Altar was not ſo neceſſa- 
ry to be taken notice of in a Tranſlation, 


Page 38. Line 17. Manycreditable Women. | Ali- 
quot fuerunt Liberæ; that is to ſay, Free Citizens, 
for Slaves among them were no Witneſſes. The 
Phraſe, creditable Nomen, is more agreeable to our 

| | -_ Cuſtoms 
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Cuſtoms and Language, and alſo the Perſon's Cha- 
racter that ſpeaks it. 8 


Page 39. Line 25. Why, I was told that our Chry- 
ſis liv'd ſomewhere down that Lane.] To make 
Crito ſpeak here like a plain Country Fellow, we 
believe is neither contrary to his Character nor his 
> ren nor yet beneath the Dignity of our Au 
Tor, 


Aer V. 


Page 43. Line 11. For he looks as grave as an 


Alderman, and talks like a Fudge. ] Triſtis ſeveritas 
ineſt in Voltu atque in Verbis files, Madam Dacier 


commends this as one of ghe moſt elegant Lines in 
all Terence. 


Ibid. Line 28. Truſs him up immediately.) Sub- 
limem hunc intro rape. The word Sublimem, ſig- 
nifies the uſual Priſon for Slaves, on the top of the 
Houſe; which is more than our word up means, or 
indeed, more than a Tranſlation ought to take no- 
tice of. 


Page 44. Line 2, 3. Tet him be "be Neck aud 
Heels, like a Beaſt as he is.] Quadrupedem con- 


ſtringito. It was a Cuſtom for the Athenians to tye 


Criminals Hands and Feet together like a Calf. We 
have done this Paſſage according to our own Cu- 
ſtoms, as we do many others of the like Nature. 


Page 45. Line 24, &c. Only thus much let me beg 
of ye, that you won dit believe that I ſuborn'd this 
old Man, &c.] Pamphilus had all the Reaſon in the 
World to endeavour to bring Simo and C'ito toge- 
ther, that ſo he might clear himle'f of ſuch a Scan- 
dal as his Father very reafonably imputed to 1 

| An 
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And this was all the young Gentleman's Deſign, but 

the Poet had a far greater, which the Audience 

cou'dn't ſo much as ſuſpect : Namely, the Diſcovery 
of Glycerie, which comes in very naturally. 


Page 49. Line 6, 7, Pam. Ab, Sir, twasn't well 
dene. Sim. I'm fure I ordered it to be well done.] 
Pam. Pater, non recte vindtus efl, Sim. Haud ita 
juſi. The meaning here is very doubtful; but there 
is certainly a playing upon the word Rede; and not 
being able to find a better, we took this. 


Page 50. Line 30, Send Company to remove her 
ro ours. |] Among the Athenians, their Lying: in- 
Women were uſually well enough to go abroad in a 
days time. 
C3 * 


EIRIIIIRE RISING 


Upon the EUNUCH. 


AcT I. 


P AGE 54. Line 15, &c. What? Go to her when 

a Rival's preferr'd? My ſelf refus d? Even En- 
trance deny'd me? Theſe Words expreſs a great Pat- 
ſion, conſiſting chiefly in the acting. 


Page 55. Line 22. And went an even pace.] Ac 

riter fieret. The word Pariter is a Metaphor 
taken from the pairing of Horſes in a Chariot, where 
both bear an equal ſhare, therefore not to be ſo fine- 
ly expreſſed in Engliſh, | 


Page 
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Page 56. Line 8. Mum, mum for that. | Poteſt 
taceri hoc. Madam D'acier obſerves, that this is the 
moſt malicious Saying of Parmeno's that could be. 
*Tis as much as to ſay, Jour Mother was a Whore, and 
I've nothing to 455 againft it. And this appears from 
her removing from place to place, the common ſign 
of ſuch People in thoſe days. 


Page 59. Line 27. Mhoſe Brother I hope Ive in 4 
manner found out.] Our Author's Contrivance 1s 
very remarkable, for io ingeniouſly keeping Thais 
from ſpeaking any thing of Chremes, Pamphila's 
Brother, till Parmeno and his Maſter were gone: A 
thing which (if diſcovered ) would have ſpoiled the 
whole Plot. 


Ker HU. 


Page 60. Line 38. How, Sir ! What three live- 
long days? ] Hui Univorſum triduum? Ihe word 
Univorſum, by reaſon of its immediate following of 
Totum, has a peculiar Grace and Signification, which 
our Engliſh Tongue will not reach to. Madam 
D'acier is content to repeat the ſame Words, but we 
have try'd to give it a lift. | 


Page 66. Line 38. To tell your Father, that he 
muſt not fail to be at Court.] Nuncies Patri, ad- 
vocatus mane mihi eſſet ut meminerit. The word 
Advocatus here ſignifies a Pleader, a Sollicitor, or 
perhaps a Witneſs, and ſometimes only a Friend. 


But in a Tranſlation there was no need of being ſo 
particular, | | 


Page 69. Line 14. Ay, but my Bones will ſmart 
fort.] Ar enim iſthec in me cudetur faba. As 
much as to ſay, My Brdy muſt be their Threſhingfloor. 


Criticks 
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Criticks difter about the meaning of it: But how- 
cver 'tis an Alluſion, and a Proverbial Saying which 
would ſound but indifferently in a cloſe Tranſlation, 


Acer III. 


Page 74. Line 25. You'd be content to do the moſt 
fordid thing in the World for a livelihood.] E Flamma 
petere te cibum poſſe Arbitror. It was a Cuſtom a- 
mong them to throw Victuals into the Fire after 
the dead body; and twas reckoned one ot the mean- 
eſt things in the World to eat that, and the greateſt 
Affront to be told of it. Therefore to come nigh 
the Original here, were to loſe more of the Grace 
of it than we have now. 


Page 79. Line 24. But what God, & c.] At quem 
Deum? Qui templi cali ſumma ſonitu concutit. 
This is a very lofty Paſſage, taken, as Donazns ſays, 
from Ennius in his Tlagediz, and neatly fitted for 

this place. 1 


Acr IV. 


Page 8 1. Line 21. Whips her Gold and Fewels in- 
20 this Casket. Theſe were certain Ornaments that 
the Laws of Athens forbad Courteſans to wear pub- 
lickly in the Streets. | 


Page 82. Line 7. *Tis better to be almoſt diſtanc d, 
than to be quite thrown. out of the Race.] Certe 
extrema linea amare, haud nihil eſt. This is an Al- 
lution to their Cuſtom of Chariot Races, where the 
Racers were rewarded according to the Marks or 
Lines they firſt arrived at. | 


Page 
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Page 90. Line 26. Had we but a Mortar now 
to play upon em under the Covert way, one Boms 
would make em ſcamper. ] Fundam tibi nunc ni- 
mis wellem dari, ut tu illos procul hinc ex occulto 
cederes. Facerent fugam. The liberty we have here. 
taken is only changing of a Cuſtom; perhaps a Squib 
or a Cracker might have done as well, Gnatho being 
ſomewhat upon the Droll with the Captain. 


Page 92. Line 2e. Take your Army into ua 
ters of Refreſhment iti Kitchin. ] Dom focique jac 
vicifim ut memineris. This paſſage is admirable in 
the Original, and its Beauty can't be preſerv'd in our 
Tongue, which conſiſts in the Words Domi focique, 
and the Verb Memineris. Tis an Alluſion to Gene- 
rals bidding their Soldiers ( upon all deſperate at- 
tempts) to think on their Houſes and warm Chimneys 
at Heme, Which were taken for the chief Bleſſings 
of a Soldier; and the Word Memineris was then 
their conſtant Word of Encouragement, which alto 
is loſt in our Tongue. | 


. 


Page 97. Line 26. Faith Tl be even with you for 
your Rogueries, & c.] It was excellently contriv'd of 
Terence, to make Parmeno and Pythia perpetually to 
quarrel and hate one-another. For upon this depends 
the whole Action. By this means only Laches (who 
comes upon the Stage purely by accident) is brought 
into Thats's Houie, and the Cataſtrophe wound up 
with the greateſt Addreſs imaginable. This is a re- 
mar kable inſtance of his admirable Art, in bringing 
about his Incidents contrary to the Expectations of 
the Audience. * 
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Page 106. Line 2,3. Here's to the fleecing and 
Jeering the Culiy to death.] Hunc comedendum & 
deridendum wobis propice. The Grace of the Word 
Prepino cannot be kept up in our Tongue. Pro- 
pinare, IIpogivei properly lignifies (according to their 
Cuſtoms) to taſte or drink a little firſt, and then give 
the Cup to another. Gnatho alludes to this, and af- 
ter an mgentous manner turns the uſe of the Word 
from Drinks to other Things. As much as to ſay, 
Gentlemen Pue had the firſt Soup of this Blunderbuſs, 
nom you niay take the reſt. Some Copies have Præbeo 
inſtead of Propino, but the Nature of the Verſe ſhews 
that to be falſe. | | 


nnen 


pon the SELT-TOR MENTOR. 
. 


T has been much doubted in what Place, and at 
what Time the Scene opens. To clear that as 
ſhort as poſſible, it ought to be obſerved, That 
Chremes coming home pretty late one Evening, 
Juſt by his Houſe he meets with Menedeme, who 
had his Working-Tools upon his Shoulders, as being 
Juſt come out of his Field, and there they began their 
Diſcourſe together. That the Scene was by Chremes 
and Menedeme's Doors, and not in Menedeme's 
Working-Field, appears from C!itipho's coming out 
of Chremes's Houte at the latter end of the firſt Act, 
and by a great many other Circumſtances afterwards: 
And that it was late is plain from Page 110. Line 4. 
| Or come home never ſo late at Night, there 
you're at it, digging, Kc, Now the Scene opens af- 
ter this late time. 
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Page 110. Line, &c. ] And therefore you may tale 
what I ſay either by way of Advice, or 67 way of En- 
quiry ; that if what you do be well, I may do jo too; 
ef ill, I may divert you from it. Vel me monere hoc 
vel percontari puta ; rectum eff, ego ut ſaciam; non, 
te ut deterream: Theſe two Verſes are very fine aud 
elaborate, and the Grace of em ſeems peculiar to the 


Latin Tongue. Here Ego ut faciam anſwers to per- 


contari; te ut deterream, to Monere. Belides per- 
contari is an Alluſion to the Mariners Word when 
they fathom the Sca, and conſequently better than 
our Word Enquiry. | 


Ibid. Line 39. Don't tire your {elf ſo.] Ne la- 
bora. Moſt have thought that Menedeme was walk- 
ing in his Field at this Time, and Cremes by ſay- 
ing ne labora, defir'd him to leave off. But this miſ- 
take appears by what has been ſaid before. So that 
this ne labora was as much as to ſay, Don't weary 
and burden your ſelf with the great weight of theſe 
Tools. 

Page 113, Line 9. This is Bacchus's Day.] Diony- 
ſia hic ſunt. The Athenians had many Feaſts of 
Bacchus, but two above all the reſt, one in the Spring, 
and the other in Autumn. Now this it ſeems was 
that in Autumn, called Dionyſia in agris, the place 
where this Scene lay. | 


ACTI 


Page 121. Line 23. Hell have her to your Mothers] 
Upon this Sentence depends the main Plot; and truly 
here is an admirable Contrivance through moſt of this 
Scene, not only to bring about Syrus or Clitipho's 
Deſign moſt ingeniouſly, but alſo the Poet's, which 
was the Diſcovery of Antiphila. 
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Page 124. Line. 23. I can ſcarce contain my ſelf, 
old Boy, &c. In this all the common Books are in 
an Error, in making this to be ſpoken by Cline, 
whereas indeed 'tis Clititho, who doesn't go off the 
Stage, as tis generally believed, but only hides kim- 
ie f, | 


Aer III. 


Page 127, Line 6. With a great Luggage of Gol- 
den Trappings. |] Ornatas veſle, atone? Auro. It 
was the Cuſtom among their Courteſans to have 
Servants to carry their Finery for 'em, which was 
commonly ſuch as the Athenian Laws forbad them 
to wear publickly. Some think that Ornatas, &c. 

nifies her Maids fine Cloaths, but this has no pro- 


fi 
babilit y. 


Page 129. Line 3 1. You're Heart of Oak, ] Aquile 
Senefus. The Latin is a Proverbial Alluſion to the 
Strength and Vigour of Eagles, who never die before 
they are old, and then they arealways drinking. For 
this reaſon have we taken a Proverb of our own, us'd 
upon Fuddiing Occaſions. 


Page 131. Line 4. I don't uſe to fail, Sir.] Non eff 
mentiri meum. The Senſe of this place ſeems to 
have been miſtaken by moſt People. 


Page 136. Line 16. That if ſhe dy d, ſhe might ha 
carry'd away ſome Token of our Kindneſs. This Paſ- 
age is grounded upon an old Heather Cuſtom of thoſe 
Times; for they believed it a very great Crime for a 
Child to die, without poſſeſſing ſome part of its Pa- 
rents Goods, 25 
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Ibid. Line 19. So you ſaved the Childs Life, and 
had your own Humour into the Bargain? | Conſer- 
wvaſli te atque illam. This is a difficult Paſſage, Þut 
the Remirk helps to explain it; fo it is Pa- 
raphraſtically thus, Beſides the ſaving of your Daigh- 
ter, youve had the Sati;fattion of diſcharging your 
Co1ſcience in not parting from her ewpty-handed. 


A r 


Page 138. Line 14. Yes. for I was 6y at the Diſ- 
covery. This Paſſage p'ain'y ſhews Syrus went in 
with Chremes and Soſtrata, and ſo left the Stage 
clear; conſequently the Fourth Act mult needs begin 
where we have made it, 


Page 142. Line 27. Clinie has told his Father 
that Bacchis is your Son's Miſtreſs, &c. } This is 
the beginning of a cunning Artifice, chiefly to a- 
muſe Chremes, and the more ingeniouſly to bring in 
what he ſays, Page 150. Line 8. But for the Me- 
ney I told ye your Daughter owes to Bacchis, & c. and 
likewiſe to create a Pretence for Clitipho's carrying 
the Money himſelf, without which the Cheat might 
have been diſcover'd too ſoon. 


SET | 


Page 147. Line 30. This fame Aſſiſtant, Counſel- 
ler, and ſage Director o mine.] Sed hie Adjutor 
"menus, & Monitor, & Premonſtrator. Theſe three 
words, Adjutor, Monitor, Premonſirator, are taken 
from the Theatres, fignifying ſuch as teach and 
prompt the Actors. We have given the natural 
Senſe, but their Beauty conſiſts in the figurative 
Senſe, for which we want ſuitable Words; only 
| | | Prompter 
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Prompter might perhaps have done well enough if we 
had made one Word ſerve for three, as the French Lady 
in effect has done. DE 


Page 151. Line 38. 7'll be hang'd if the Raſcal 


dare ha' ſerv'd a poor friendleſs Widow jo as he ſer- 
wed me. | Vidue Mulieri, where lies the Emphaſis. 


Widows among the Ancients were look'd upon as 


the moſt ſhiftleſs, helpleſs Creatures of all; therefore 


the force of Vidue Mulieri is much weaken'd in our 
Language; The meaneſt Slave upon Earth, wou d 
have better come up to the Original, 


Page 153. Line 27. For my part, I don't believe you 


are any of their Son. | Here's an excellent Contrivance 
of Terence, in making Syrus propole ſuch a Bulineſs 


to Ciitipho, as to queition his Parents; which does 
not only much heighten the Character of Citi ho, 
but moſt dextrouſly and naturally brings all to an 
end in due time 


Page 155. Line 16. What, becauſe he's ſo like my 
new-found Daughter? ] Quod filia eſt inventa? This 


is a very difficult Paſſage, and if we had come nigher 


to the Original, we could have ſcarce made it Senſe, 
however not clear and intelligible. | 


Page 156. Line 13. No! though you had ſprung 
our of my fertile Brain, as Pallas they ſay did from 
mighty \ove's.] Non, ſi ex Capite ſis meo natus item 
ut aiunt Minervam eſſe ex Fove. This may be thought 
too lofty for Comedy, but if we conlider it proceeds 


from Chremes's extreme Paſſion, we ſhall ſee tis not 


only fine, but alſo natural. Upon this Horace, in his 


Art of Poetry, lays down this Rule. 


Interdum tamen e vocem Comedia tollit, 
Lratuſaue Chreme tumido delitigat ore. 


Ibid. 
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Ibid. Line 24. Tm aſham'd to name the filthy 
Word before j our Mother. The Greeks and Romans 
were oblig d. both by their Religion and Policy, not 
to mention any thing that ſo much as ſavour'd of Ob- 
{cenity before their Wives, 


Page 157. Line 33. That Carrot-pated, Nall-cy d, 
Pimple-fac'd, Hook-nos'd Creature? | Rufamne illam 
virginem, ceſiam, (þarſo ore adunco naſo? Here is a 
Happineſs in our Language, which in compoſition 
of Words far excels all other Languages that are 
known to theſe Weſtern parts of the World, the 
Greek indeed ſurpaſſes it. | 
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Upon the BROTHERS. 


ACT L 


AGE 161. Line 4. That went to Ering him 

home.] Oui adverſum icrant. Adverſum is 
an extraordinary proper word in this place; for Wait- 
ing-men were call d Adverſitores. Our Tongue ſeems 
to want a good Word for it, except the Uſber will 
do, which is not ſo proper in this place neither. 


Page 166. Line 5. He told me he would take up 
and marry. Here Micio diſcovers a very material 
thing to the Audience, and knows little of it himſelf, 
for as yet Eſchine had not told him whom he de- 
fign'd to marry. This ſeems to be a neat Caſt of our 
Poct's Skill, Ee 
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Aer N 


Page 166. Line 35. San. Iam aWoman-Merchant. 
Eſch. A Coch-Bamd you mean. ] San. Ego Leno ſum. 
Eſch. Scio. , Theſe Women- Merchants had peculiar 
Privileges in Athens, and were Perſons of ſome Re- 
pute; but becauſe ſuch People are more ſcandalous a- 
mong us, we have taken the Liberty of tranſlating 
Scio, according to the Notion we have of thoſe Crea- 
tures, | 


Page 168. Line 38. Dye know who T am, Sir? | 
Noſtin qui ſim? Theſe Words have a peculiar mean - 
ing in the Original, which is loſt in the Tranſla- 
tion; for Noſti me, and Noſti qui ſim, are the uſual 


and common Words between Debtors and Credi- 


tors at the Bar. Therefore Sannio, in ſaying No- 
ſtin qui frm, did in effect fay, Did I owe you am Mo- 
ney, Sir? , 


Page 169. Line 33, &c. I hear my Maſter and you 


have had a kind of a Scuffle, San. A Scuffle dye 


call it? Never was the like ſurely. | Cum Hero 
neſcio quid concertaſſe? San. Nunquam vidi iniqui- 

us concertationem comfaratam. The Grace of the 
Original conſiſts in the words Concertaſſe and Com- 
paratam, the firſt being a proper Term to imply an 
Equality between Eſchine and Sannio, and the latter 
a Word borrow'd from the Gladiators meaſuring 
their Swords; the Beauty of both which is loſt in 
the Tranſlation. | 


Page 172. Line 9, &c. He has taken upon himſelf 
all the Curſes, Scandals , Love-matiers, and Miſcar- 
riages that belong to me. | Eſchine, in taking all 
upon himſelf, delign'd purely to oblige his Brother; 
but the Foet deſign d it to bring about the main In- 
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cident ( viz. Efchine s Marriage) moſt naturally and 
dextrouſly. his Under-plot of Clitipho and the 
Muſick-Girl is admirably woven into the Plot, and 
is an excellent Inſtance, to ſhew how uſeful and beau- 
tiful an Under-plot may be, and ſtil! preſerve the U- 
nity of Action. | 


Page 173. Line 18. I'll march home with plenty of 
Proviſions.] Convortam me domum cum 06/0nio. Here 
Syrus ſpeaks as great as he can, for the word Convor- 
tam belongs to Magnificence and Triumph; which is 
almoſt loſt in our Tongue. Indeed the word March 
wou'd have been better, were it not now us'd upon 
every ſlight and trivial account. N 


A T. II. 


Page 175. Line 9. Piſh! don't trouble me, whoe'er 
ou are. Madam D'acier ſays, that the Greeks took 
delight in ſtaying the Slaves in the Streets, and amu- 
ſing em, that ſo their Maſters might beat em for 
loytering, when they came home. It ſeems Gera 
thought that Sofirata ſerv'd him ſo. 


Page 176. Line 2. He'd put the Infant on his Fa- 
ther s Knees. | It was a conſtant Cuſtom 2 the 
Greeks whenever they had a Child, immediately to 
put it upon the Grandfather's Knees ; probably to give 
him the Pleaſure of ſeeing himſelf live again in a new = 


Race. 


/ 
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 Reveller, 
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Aer IV. 


Page 185. Line 23. The firſt that reports it.] 
Primus porro obnuncio. The word Obnuncio is very 


Proper; it ſignifies the telling of ill News, and is 


always taken in a bad Senſe. We have no word to 
aniwer it in our Tongue that we know of. 


Page 188. Line 10. Make this Day as long as I 
can.] Hunc producam diem. The word Produco is a 
Funeral Term, and has a double Signification. Per- 
haps it might have been as proper to have ſaid, 71 
bury this Day in Pleaſures. 


Page 192. Line 18. But I'm afraid you don't mind 
your own Concerns, &c. ] Theſe dozen Verles in 
the Original moſt admirably ſhewn the gentle Chidings 
of an indulgent Father; and there's ſcarce a Word 
bur deſerves Conſideration, each of them making io 
deep an impreſſion upon a generous Mind. 


Page 195, Line 31. And thou, pretty Child, wilt 
bobble out the Hay among em.] Tu inter eas Reſtim 
ductans ſalrabis. This Phraie, Reſtim ductans, is 


an Alluſion to their old way of Dancing, but whe- 


ther with a Rope, as the word Reſtis ſeems to im- 
ply, or with joyn'd Hands, ( metaphorically fa 
cal'd ) we leave to Criticks in Antiquity. We have 
tranſlated it nigheſt to our Cuſtoms and Demes's 
Character, 


Page 197. Line 15. He'll be no welcome Reveller. ] 


Commiſſatorem haud ſane Commodum. The Word 


Commiſſator properly ſignifies one a little in Drink 
that goes in Maſquerade to ſome new Company, and 
{urprizes em with his ſudden and unexpected com- 
ing: So that this is much more expreſſive than our 


Act 


REMARK S. 


ACT Y; 


Here our Author is not ſo clear in diſtinguiſhing 
his Acts as in other places; for though we have fol- 
low'd Madam D'acter in making the Fifth Act begin 
at Parata à nobis ſunt, yet we think we might with 
as much (or more reaſon) have made it begin at 
Defeſſus ſum Ambulando. The common Books are 
undoubtedly all falſe in this Point. 


Page 199. Line 5. Many Ob/ervaticns may be made, 
Brother, upon two Perſons doing he ſame thing, &c. 
Here Micio is hard put to't, which makes him talk 
a little obſcurely. In truth, Micio, through moſt of 
this Scene, though in very tew Words, ſays all that 
can be ſaid td excuſe his Nephew's Extravagancies : 
And Terence's Conduct is excellent in this place, ma- 
king Micio appeaſe his Brother ſo plauſibly, and with 


ſo much colour of Reaſon when the Caſe wou'd bear 
it ſo ill. a 


a 


Page 202. Line 26. Bid Babylo, tell out half a hun- 
dred Guineas, quick. | Interpreters ſeem much 
uzzPd to find out who this Babylo is; Whether it 
be Micio, or a Banker, or any one elſe, tis not mate- 
rial; and whether this Money is for Eſchine, Cteſipho, 


Syrus, or Sannic, the Humour is ſtill the fame, and as 
well carricd on. | 


Page 205. Line 14. And took. care of a Debauch 
in the Morning for em.] Apparare de die Con- 
vivium. Demea mentions this as an unuſual thing, 
becauſe the Romans had their Feaſts, great Enter- 
tainments, ec. always in the Night, and to make a 
full Meal betore that time was ſcandalous. 


| Upon 
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Upon the Tricks of PHORM10. 
I. 


AGE 109. Line 10, &c. All that this poor 
Fellow now, by flarving himſelf, has bit by bit, 
with much ado, ſcraped together ont of his pitiful Al- 
lowance, muſs go at one ſwoop, People never conſider- 
ing the Pains it coſt him the getting. | © uod ille un- 
ciatim, vix, de demenſo ſuo ſuum defraudans Geni- 
um comparſit miſer, id illa univerſum abripiet, haud 
exiſtimans quanto labore partum. Thele three Ver- 
ſes and a half are extreme fine and elaborate; all as 
far as Miſer is an exact and regular Climax, almoſt 
every Word having a conſiderable Emphatis. After 
that, the Word Abripiet anſwers to Cmmraditur five 
Lines before; univerſum to unciatim vix, and de 
demenſo ſuo and haud exiſtimans, quanto labore far- 
tum, to ſuum defraudans Genium and Comparſit mi- 
. So that our Tranſlation may well fall ſnort 
„„ 


Page 212. Line 15. Höuld have made her very 
diſagreeable.] Hec formam extinguerunt. The Word 
Extingwo is an excellent Word in this place, belong- 
ing properly to Beauty; for the Word Forma, by its 
Derivation, is obſerv'd to ſignifie Light, Flame, Heat. 


* 


Page 213. Line 15. Antipho was perſuaded, the 
Breſmeſs done, the Cauſe try d, we caſt, and he mar- 
ried. | Perſuaſum eſt homini, factum eſt, ventum 
eft, vincimur, duxit. This is very conciſe and com- 
FPrehenſive in the Original; but = oftentimes (as in 

this Paſſage for inſtance) our has a Happi- 


q neſs equal to the Latin in ſhortneſs of Expreſſion ; 
| and where there is a compoſition of Words, ſupe- 
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Acer . 


We have made the Second Act begin at Adeone 
rem rediiſſe, dividing jthe Firſt Act of the common 
Books into two, and joy ning the Second and Third 
into one. For tis plain there's a ceſſation of Action 
and the Stage clear d at Da hoc Dorcio; but there's 
neither at Sed eccum ipſum video in tempore huc 
ſe recipere; all which Verſes Madam D'acier, to 
make a Ceſſation more likely, has left out, when 
there was no other occaſion but that for her do- 


ing ſo. | 


Page 217. Line 33. Ard let not his huffng and 
hedtoring daſh you out of countenance. ] Ne ſuis te 
Iratus _ dictis protelet. The Word Protelet is a 
Term borrow'd from the Husbandmen, and ſignifies 
the ſpoiling or breaking of a Furrow by cooling it 
with a Plough. The Beauty of it lies in the figura- 
tive Senſe, which is loſt in dur Tongue. 


Page 220. Line 23. Sir, if my Cou/m Antipho 
had committed a Fault to the prejudice either of his 
Honour or Eſtate, &c.] Here's 2 remarkable In- 
ſtance of our Author's Cloſeneſs and Solidity of 
Senſe in making Phedrie here, and Geta ſoon after, to 
fay ſo much in a bad Cauſe, and that in fo few 
words too. 
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Page 226, Line 16. J ſay Stilpho, as if you didn't 
know him. | Tis very remarkable that PHermio ſhould 
fpeak ſo important a Truth unknown both to him- 
ſelf and Demipho. The Poet makes it an ingenious 
Preparation to the Probability of the Concealment and 
Diſcovery of Phanie ; though Phormio's Delign was 

F quite otherwiſe. 


i Page 230. Line 15. Out- Hector d your Father.] 
| Confutatir verbis Senem. The Word Confuto is a 
proper Term in Cookery, us d commonly for pouring 
cold Water into a Pot that boils over: Perhaps we 
might have render d it more properly — cool d the 
Old-man's Courage. | 


— p R—ß * 


Aer IV. 


Page 236. Line 20. Io take me to my Heels.] Ut 
me excutiam. Excutio ſignifies to ſhake, and Ma- 
dam D'acier ſays, twas cuſtomary for the Greeks 
and Eaſtern People to ſhake their Cloaths at the Door 
of the Houſe they went from. 


—ͤ——— ———— — ——— —— ꝙ——— 222 ˙ — $a nn nin un 
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Page 237. Line 33. Pue been hammering upon the 
ſame thing, and fancy Ive thought of an Expedient.] 
Geta's Expedient was, the putting Phame upon Phor- 
mio. Here are four ſeveral Deligas in it: Geta's De- 
| ſign was, to cheat the old Men of their Money; De- 
ö mipho's and Chremes's Delign was, to part Antipho 
; and Phanie, in order to marry him elſewhere; but 
the Poet had a double Deſign, firſt, naturally to bring 
| about Phanie's Diſcovery in due time; and ſecondly, 
to make the old Men and Phormio fall out, the . 
tur 
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rural Conſequence being the adjuſting of Phedrie's 
Concerns, and making all end well, 


ACT V. 


Page 245. Line 4. Ve ſhou'dn't have out- run the 
Conſtable.] Iter fugias, ne preter Caſam. This is 
one of the moſt dithcult Paſſages in all Terence, and 
Interpreters very much difler about it, fome makin 
it præter Cauſam. The moſt probable Meaning 
ſeems to be paraphraſtically thus: * Go where you 
** pleaſe, ſo you keep your Eye upon your Houſe, and 
* give Rogues no advantage over you, If our Eng- 
liſh Proverb, Out- run the Conſtable, ſhou'd not an- 
ſwer it in all reſpects, tis more our Unhappineſs than 
our Fault, | 


Page 255. Line . They make towards me like a 
couple of Bullies to hector me.] Hi Gladiatorio ani- 
mo ad me affectant viam. This is a Metaphor taken 
from the Roman Gladiators, who went with a Re- 
ſolution to kill or be kiil'd. If we had made it, 
© They make towards me like bloody-minded Fel- 
_ *« Jows, that will neither give nor take Quarter; it 
might have been nigher to the Original. But ſuch a 
Liberty as ours is allowable where we have neither 
Cuſtom nor Words to expreſs it cloſely. 


Page 259. Line 14. I'll ſerve him the ſame ſauce 
Fll warrant him.] Faxo Tali eum mactatum, atque 
hic eſt, infortunio. The Word Madatum is borrow'd . 
from their Sacrifices, and properly ſignifies Magis 
auctum. The Grace of it conſiſts in the figurative 

Senſe and the comical joyning of it with Infortunio, 
which is loſt in our Language. | 


Opott 
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Jon the MorHERN in- LA. 
nr 


bad not that Youth and Beauty of yours, or you 
thoſe Sentiments of theſe Matters that 1 have.] Eheu 
me miferam ! Gur non aut iſthec mihi atas & forma 
eſt, aut tibi hac ſententia. Theſe two Verſes are ve- 
ry fine, and extreme hard to be equal'd in a Franſlation. 
To have made it more like the Original , perhaps 
this might have done better: Ah, what pity tis 
J han't your Youth and Beauty, or you but my 
* Diſcretion, 


Page 265. Line 37. Mr. Pamphilus was ith? very 
heighth of his Paſſion for Mrs. Bacchis, when his Fa- 
ther began to be earneſt with him to marry, &c. This 
1s the beginning of a moſt material Narration, which 
may be reckon'd one of the beſt in Terence, eſpeci- 
ally if we conlider the ingenious Preparation for it 
in the Firſt Scene, and the Reaſons Philotis had to 
enquire after this Buſineſs. Parmero deligns it pure- 
ly for his Maſter's Vindication, which ſeems as ne- 
ceſſary in this place as the Spectator's Infor mation. 


Page 267. Line 34. The old Gentleman lives retired 
in the Country, and ſeldom viſits the Town. | Nam 
ſenex Rus abdidit ſe, huc raro in urbem commeat. 
This is a very material Circumſtance in this Narra- 


tion; and what makes it ſtill further remarkable, 


is the extraordinary Propriety of Terms. The Word 
Abdidit irnp'ies a perfect Retirement, or an entire Re- 


treat; and Commeat notes him a great Stranger to 


AGE 264. Line 14. Ab! whit pity tis that I 
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Page 268. Line 3. When all on a ſudden the young 
Nhman began to hate the old one moſt mortally, with- 
out any Juarrel or Complaint on either ſide. This 
Paſſage (though not perfectiy true, but only believ'd 
by Plirmeno terves excellently to keep the Audience 
in ſuſpence, to warm 'em, and make em eager to 
know the Event of theſe things. 


ACT I 


Page 269. Line 36. And you forſooth muſt ſtart 
up, ard confound all, by your ill-condition d Humours.] 
Tre fola exorere, que perturbes hac tua impudentia. 
The Word Exorere in this place is of great force, 
and ſignifies raiſing great Miſchiefs, and the like; in 
which tis us'd by Virgil in his fourth ZEnead. 


Exoriare aliquis noſtris ex offibus ultor. 


We have no Word to anſwer it fully in our Tongue 
that we know of. ; 


Page 272. Line 16. She wow'd by all that's good, 


ſhe wasn't able to endure the Houſe while her Pam- 


philus was away. This confirm'd Laches in this Subs 


picion of his Wife's Fault ; the conſequence of which, 
was her offering to go into the Country to clear her 
ſelf : And this occaſioned Pamphiluss frivolous Ex- 
cuſes ; and theſe encreas'd the old Mens Suſpicion of 


his Infidelity ; which brought about the whole Di- 
ſcovery. The cloſe and natural Dependance of each 


Particular of this Plot is very remarkable. 
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Ker III. 


Page 273. Line 15. Was ever Man ſo perplex'd in 
his Love ns I? | Nemini ego plura acerba efſe ex A- 
more homini unquam oblata credo quam mi. Dona- 


tus's Obſervation here is remarkable, „hat the 


» 


« Paſtions in this Scene would have been too Sublime 
* and Tragical for Comedy, were the words ex A- 
* more left out. But Love, it feems, is a Paſſion pre- 
dominant among ordinary, as well as great Men, and 
conſequently its Emotions are natural here. 


Page 276. Line 1. But Heavens forbid it.] Dnod 

re, Æſculapi, & te, Salus, ne quid fit hujus oro. This 

was a Religious Cuſtom in thoſe days, which we 

_ think neceſſary to take notice of in a Tranſ- 
tion, 85 


- Ibid. Line 35. Nothing at all, Madam. ] Rede, 
Mater, We know of nv word in our Language that 
can reach this Word Ree, which in this place is very 
proper, den hung as Donatus obſer ves, a refuſing 
to anſwer a Queſtion without any Offence or Incivi- 

lity to the Perſon that asks it. . 


Page 277. Line 27. But immediately I perceived 
her Ailment. Philumena's Labour was a very ſur- 
prizing Turn of the Stage, which did not only ſerve 
to introduce theſe moving Paſſions which tol'owed, 
but alſo to quicken the Audience, and make em cager 
to know the Event. e ORE 


Page 285. Line 16. May be ſomebody informed 
you that they ſaw him going to, or coming from his 
Miſtreſs. his Paſſage, and that above, Line 3, 4. 


in the ſame Page is an excellent preparation towards 


the old Mens Sufpicions of Pamphilus's Infidelity, 
pk - 0 | which 


REMARKS. 
which afterwards cauſed the meeting of Bacchis and 
Myrrhina. This was hinted at in the laſt Remark of 
the Second Act, where 'tis very obſervable that the 


Poet had prepared a Remedy, before the Audience ſo 
much as ſuſpected the Diſcaſe. 


Page 286. Line 12. Only when the Fellow left Her, 
he forc'd a Ring off her Finger. Theſe words are very 
important,though they ſeem to be ſpoken accidentally, 
as were thoſe in the laſt REMARK; the Poet deſign- 
ed em to prepare that remarkable Narration of Bac- 
chis's in the laſt Act, where the whole Plot is unra- 
vel ed, and the Myſtery diſcovered, | 


Acr IV. 


Page 286. Line 27, 28, 29. T know well enough, 
Pamphilus, yore {reſpect 'rwas long o' my Humonrs 
that your Wife left us, &c. ] Soſtrata's offering to 
go into the Country was deſigned on purpole by 
Terence to leave Pamphilus without excuſe, when 
he refuſed to take home his Wife : So that by this 
means the old Mens Suſpicion might be heightned 
and confirmed, and they might have all the reaſon in 


the World to ſend for Bacchis, as they did. And in- 


deed every little Incident promotes and tends to that 
Deſign, | | 


Page 289. Line 25. Since ſhe's to bring a Brat 
with her that's none o mine.] Cum eam tg vv 
alienus puer. Donatus oblerves, this is a Meta- 
phor borrowed from young ones following their 


Dams. The word Conſequitur is a proper Term for 


that purpole, ſo that here is a conſiderable Beauty 
loſt in the Tranſlation. we: 
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Ac III. 


Page 273. Line 15. Was ever Man fo perplex'd in 
his Love as I?] Nemini ego plura acerba eſſe ex A- 
more homini unquam oblata credo quam mi. Dona- 
tus's Obſer vat on here is Ane « That the 
ce Paſſions in this Scene would have been too Sublime 
e and Tragical for Comedy, were the words ex A- 
te ore left out. But Love, it ſeems, is a Paſſion pre- 
dominant among ordinary, as well as great Men, and 
conſequently its Emotions are natural here. 


Page 276. Line 1. But Heavens forbid it.] uod 
re, Æſculapi, & te, Salus, ne quid fit hujus oro. This 
was a Religious Cuſtom in thoſe days, which we 


didn't think neceſſary to take notice of in a Tranſ- 
lation. ” 1 th 


- Ibid. Line 35. Nothing at all, Madam. ] Refte, 
Mater. We know of no word in our Language that 
can reach this Word Ree, which in this place is very 
proper, dene, as Donatus obſer ves, a refuſing 
to anſwer a Queſtion without any Offence or Incivi- 
lity to the Perſon that asks it, 


Page 277. Line 27. But immediately I perceived 
her Ailment. Philumena's Labour was a very ſur- 
prizing Turn of the Stage, which did not only ſer ve 
to introduce theſe moving Paſſions which followed, 


but alſo to quicken the Audience, and make em eager 
to know the Event. - | D 


Page 285. Line 16. May be ſomebody informed 


yon that they ſaw him going to, or coming from his 


Miſtreſs. his Paſſage, and that above, Line 3, 4. 
in the ſame Page is an excellent preparation towards 
the old Mens Sufpicions of Pamphilus's l 
1 whic 
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which afterwards cauſed the meeting of Bacchisand 
Myrrhina. This was hinted at in the laſt Remark of 
the Second Act, where 'tis very obſervable that the 
Poet had prepared a Remedy, before the Audience 10 
much as tuſpeRed the Diſcaſe. 


Page 286. Line 12. Only wen the Fellow leſt her, 
he forc'd a Ring off her Finger. Theſe words are very 
important,though they ſeem to be ſpoken accidentally, 
as were thole in the laſt REMARrKk; the Foer deſign- 
ed em to prepare that remarkable Narration of Bac- 
chis's in the laſt Act, where the whole Plot is unra- 
vel'ed, and the Myſtery diſcovered. | 


Act IV. 


Page 286. Line 27, 28, 29. T know well enough, 
Pamphilus, you ſuſpect 'rwas long o' my Humours 
that your Wife left us, &c. ] Softrata's offering to 
go into the Country was deſigned on purpole by 
Terence to leave Pamphilus without excuſe, when 
he refuſed to take home his Wife : So that by this 
means the old Mens Suſpicion might be heightned 
and confirmed, and they might have all the reaſon in 


the World to ſend for Bacchis, as they did. And in- i 


deed every little Incident promotes and tends to that 
Deſign. N 


Page 289. Line 25. Since ſhe's to bring a Brat 
with her that's none o mine.] Cum eam 1 
alienus puer. Donatus oblerves, this is a 

phor borrowed from young ones following their 
Dams. The word Conſequitur is a proper Term for 
that purpoſe, ſo that here is a conſiderable Beauty 
loſt in the Tranſlation. 
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Page 292. Line 9. What? Why, firfl I think tis 
Beſt for us to ſend for his Miſs, &c. The two old 
Mens Deſign here in ſending for Bacchis was very 
material, and ſufficiently apparent to the Audience; 
but the Poets Deſign was more material, and cou'd 
n't be foreſeen by the Audience. In this the Beauty 
of Incidents does chiefly conſiſt. | 


Page 295. Line 11, 12. Let her but ſatisfie the 
Women, and I'm content. Upon Bacchis's going to 
Myrrhina and Philumena depended the unravelling of 
the whole Plot. But that this might be done with- 
out the leaſt bungling, and with all the probability 
in the World, the Poer has contrived every Inſtru- 
ment and every Scene ſo as to promote it, and give 
tair Pretexts tor ſo doing. 

. 

The Fñfrh Ad muſt certainly begin where we have 
made it, for the Stage was not cleared before. Terence's 
Skill is remarkable in making of this Act ſo very 
ſhort ; or elſe the Spectators would have ſoon lan- 
- guiſhed and grown cold after the Diſcovery, having 

nothing more to expect. And ſo they would 
have done notwithſtanding, had not the meeting of 


Pamphilus and Bacchis been ſomewhat more jocoie 
and pleaſant, than is frequent in Terence. | 


Page 296. Line 18, 19. Where Te loytered away 
& whole day in gaping for Callidemides.] Theſe words 
are not to be taken in a literal Senſe, for then the 
Theatral Action would have laſted conſiderably above 
a Day; whereas it does not laſt ſeven Hours, as may 
be proved from many Circumſtances, 


Page 
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Page 297. Line 13. What great Satisfaftion has 
my coming procured Mr. Pamphilus to day? &c. 
This is the beginning of an excellent Narration, and 
the moſt material that could be; being the anravel- 
ling of all. It is remarkable for three Excellencies 
Firſt, Bacchis came not here to make this Diſcovery 
to the Audience, but only to go home: Secondly, af- 
ter ſhe was here, ſhe did not ſtay for that pwpoſe, 
but only for Pamphilus. And Thirdly, She ſpoke it 
in {o few words, and {aid ſuch things before and after 
it, as made it ſeem to be purely Accidental. 


Page 299. Line 15. So that your Preſence , Diſ- 
corirſe and Converſation will always be charming, 
where er you go. | Ut woluptati ovitus, ſermo, ad- 
dentus tuts, quoctinque advencris, ſemper fiet. This 
is very fine in the Latin; and that which chiefly 
hinders our Tranſlation from reaching it, is the diffe- 
rent ſigniſicat on of the Words cbitus and adventus; 
the firſt ſignify ing an accidental, the ſecond, a de- 
ſigned Meeting. We have no words to anſwer them 
fully in our Language that we know of. 


Ibid. Line 32 I dont deſire this ſhou'd prove like 
a Comedy, where the whole Plot is diſcover d to every 
body, &c. Tis very remarkable, that the Myſtery 
of this Play is known to but very few of the Actors ; 
a thing very uncommon cither among the Ancients 
or Moderns; but here it was undoubtedly the beſt 
way, ſince it ſo well ſav'd Pamphilus's Credit. 

We .have been a little more particular in ſhewing 
our Author's Management of this Plot, that we may 
let Pcop!e know, that there 1s great Art, much Plot, 
and excellent Contrivance in that which is reckon'd_ 
the very worſt of his PLays. - And it is certainly the 
worſt, if a mean Subject, want of Variety, few In- 
trigues and Incidents, and want of Under-plots can 
make it ſo. 
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